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have spent their lives seeking in 
vain the secret which Vivaudou 
has at last found. 


Perhaps you have heard of the fa- 
mous Secret Door, that has stirred the 
amazed interest of the perfume world. 
But you can never know the secret 
it jealously guards. 


It is within the secret door that Mai 
d’Or is given a new quality that no 
other perfume has ever had. 


Mis alchemists of old, perfumers 


How this mysterious power is im- 
parted only Vivaudou and the four 
walls know. Mai d’Or alone of all 
perfumes can possess it. 


famous secret. in 


It stimulates you to greater heights ~ 


of charm. It has subtlety and refine- 
nient—but softly hidden in the folds 
of its refinement there lurks an un- 
suspected power—truly the power to 
charm. For Mai d’Or is more than 
merely a fragrance; it is at once the 
flashing eyes of the gay coquette— 
the warm soft color of the debutante 
—the sinuous grace of the silken 
gowned Parisienne. It appeals—it at- 
tracts—it excites the interest of those 
about you; the envy of women—the 
homage of men. 

Will you let another hour exist 
without knowing the compelling 
charm of it? 


Send for Sample and “‘The Story of the Secret Door” 
Send only 20 cents to Vivaudou, (Dept. 6-D-8,) 469 Fifth 
Avenue, New York, for a tiny bottle of Mai d’Or and a bit of 
the exquisite powder in a new pat-a-cake-puff, together with 
the interesting book “The Story of the Secret Door.” It 
contains hints on how to use perfume more effectively. 


You will want to know all of these Mai d’Or toiletries 


POUDRE—POUDRES COMPACTES—ROUGES—EAU DE TOILETTE—PARFUM—TALC—CREME-SAVON 


_ 


AN 





Creator of exclusive toiletries—Mavis—La Boheme and the famous Ego Beauty Treatments 





a) wea 



































TIFFANY & GO, 


JEWELERS AND SILVERSMITHS 


KNOWN FOR 
ASSURED VALUE 


MAIL INQUIRIES GIVEN PROMPT ATTENTION 


FIFTH AVENUE & 3/2 STREET 
NEw YORK 
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2 HARPER’S BAZAR 
BARBARA LEE ADAPTS NEWEST FALL LINES TO FROCKS FOR MADEMOISELLE 


The time one really craves a smart Fall 
frock is on the first crisp Autumn day. 


And since a cool day so often intrudes 
on the languorous warmth of Summer, 
Barbara Lee presents her most advanced 
fall models now to the miss who would 
lead rather than follow. 


In these as well as in the other models for 
madame and mademoiselle is the unmis- 
takable signature of 


FRANCINE 


T/ 1 Barbara Lee mie del of ¢ rép J 





atin has the chic of Paris in it 
nder lines, its pleating and 
ol f crép embroidered nd 
heat T/ / cop 
the yoke, give an unusual touch and BETTINA 
a th I they are aid. “d by the two- a 7 7 
t d iréamer I) (re Pla i? d There's ro om uch to describe about this dress! First 
na I] 0), inclus $39 50 it’s of Navy wool rep with almost coat lines. That in itself 
1s enough to commend :t—that and the smart, broad rever 
and trim, buttoned side. But, newer even than these, is 
the cape which hangs from the shoulders through the artful 
aid of concealed clasps. Detach the cape and you have a 
simple frock, snap tt on and there's a street suit! The 
separate vestee, the collars and the cuffs of cloth harmonize 
effectively with the dress itself. 14 to 20, inclusive, $39.50. 
ALEXA NANETTE 
The simplest party becomes an occasion to the One couldn't go away to school or travel or 
débutante attired in this sleeveless frock of drive a car—in fact there's little one could do— 
Georgette crépe and rich Chantilly lace. A sash without a cloth frock and this Barbara Lee 
of gros grain and moiré ribbon is finished with model of Navy Poiret Twill has everything one 
: . , yt a ie . , could wish f There's ras id 
tiny bows and a gold braid basket filled with uld wish for. There's a cascade side and a 
satel iil a a em ‘ youthful yoke of old blue Elizabeth crépe em- 
i@tai cloth fiowers. An underskirt o Por gettée 5 . f° 7 , 
, spall as , broidered in blue steel beads. The belt and ex- 
and another ¢ Jap silk completes this airy tended pocket copy the yoke as do the cuffs 
little costume which may be had tn black, yellozw, which confine the graceful peasant sleeve. 14 to 
coral or orchid. 14 to 20, inclusize, $39.50 20, inclusior, $39.50. 
The frocks illustrated in this advertisement as well as other Barbara Lee 
models for «omen and misses are shocen exclusively in the follozeing stores: 
Abraham & Straus Inc. The Dayton Company Joseph Horne Co. The Rike-Kumler Co. 
3rooklyn, N. Y. Minneapolis, Minn. Pittsburgh, Pa. Dayton, Ohio 
LS. A — The E ‘ TI L. Hud C Strawbridge & Clothier 
so 8 ' y res we Seen ; 7 a Gee 1¢e J. fo aa: — oO. Philadelphia, Pa. 
ndianapous, Ind. San Francisco, Cal. etroit, Vilich. — , - . - . 
The Wm. Taylor Son & Co. 
Tal : si at. Nai . —_ i ae . Cleveland, Ohio 
L. Bamberger & Co. Wm. Filene’s Sons Company The Lasalle & Koch Company ss : : 
Newark, N. J. Boston, Mass. Toledo, Ohio Weinstock, Lubin & Co. 


Sacramento, Cal. 


Bullock’s B. Forman Co. The F. & R. Lazarus & Co. Woodward & Lothrop 
Los Angeles, Cal. Rochester, N. Y. Columbus, Ohio Washington, D. C. 


© 1023 by R. R.A. 
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HH. Altman & Cn. 


Announce the August Sale of 


CHOICE 
ORIENTAL RUGS 


PERSIAN RUGS 


Sizes 7x10 feet and 8x10 feet. . . $144.00 
Size 9x12 feet . ... 197.00, 248.00 


Small Oriental Rugs . . $39.00 
Medium-size Oriental Rugs . . 68.00 











Harmonizing color-tones, rich, soft textures 
and selected qualities 


The values are phenomenal 





—— Hitth Auenw- Madison Avenue, New York 
CThirty-fourth Street Thirty-fifth Street 
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(CHO-(HO-SAN 


Slim as a lily-stem appears 
the wearer of this Navy 
[will Cord straight-line 
dress, with clever Chinois 
embroidery in grey, black 
and French blue oddly en- 
riching the bodice. Very 
new are the flounces that 





finish the sleeves, adorn 
one shoulder, and ripple 
down one side of the skirt 














MARGOT 


For the formal afternoon 
tunction, the knowing 
hostess will choose such a 
gown as this beautifully 
draped model in Black Can- 
ton Crepe, with its fascin- 
ating sleeves of dripping 
black silk fringe, combined 
vith gold beads. Triple 
jabots cascade over each 
other from neck to hem. 


DIAN € 


Grey Kulbama Cloth allies 
itself with rich Seal to form 





this highly individual coat 
a mode that will be seen 
in the smartest gatherings 
Ihe diamonds which so 
strikingly ornament the 
double-putted sleeves and 
the side flange are of the 
seal, and the same fur is 
used for the high collar 
and for a deep scalloped 


border across the back. 


ee. 
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Cho-Cho-San Margot 
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“SUCCESS IN, 
DRESS” 

has just been published ina 
new edition, showing cor- 
rect Fall styles for all oc- 
casions. Be sure to get the 
copy reserved for you. If 
you cannot obtain tt at the 
“House or Youtu Shop in 
your town, write us direct 





Diane 


Ftarmonizing the Modes of the Moment 
With Your Personality 


gLoTHEs are the magic medium which help 
|} many a girl to burst the drab chrysalis and 
emerge an exquisite butterfly, all her beauty 
and charming personality suddenly apparent. 
Dormant in every girl are several personalities be- 
sides the one by which the world in general knows 
her. Perhaps to her family, her intimate friends, 
she reveals an infinitely more interesting phase. Per- 
chance her best and most charming ego has never yet 
emerged. 





best and finest. Their creations summon again the 
charm of girlhood to the woman of maturer years, 
working a subtle enchantment of gracious lines and 
clever color harmonies that bring out the best in 
every wearer. 

House or Youru modes for Fall are triumphs of 
refined smartness, so varied as to assure every one’s 
finding the styles that best interpret her own most 
interesting personality. Ask for them in your smartest 
shop. You will find not only the models 





Hovst oF Youtu Dresses, Suits, and 
Coats have been created by designers who 
know the secret of showing youth at its 








out illustrated here, but others which may be 
y even better suited to your type. If you do 
not locate them readily, please write us. 








THE HOUSE OF YOUTH, 


38 East 297TH Street, New York, 7 Avenue de L’Opera, Paris 
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£92f,, OW very decorative are the new creations for late summer 
bei: and fall! When the grace of their silken lines is not em- 
: phasized by vivid embroideries, it is accentuated by intri- 
cate beaded patterns. Pleats find delightful new ways to be effective. 





The first over blouse, starting left to right, has a square Jenny neck, delightful long full sleeves, 
and a tight banded cuff. Patou embroidered in rich color combinations. Crepe de Chine in 
sponge, navy blue, black, and grey, with contrasting embroidery. $16.74. 


The second over blouse is a piquant adaptation of the becoming peasant blouse. It is lavishly 
trimmed with exquisite embroidery in old-fashioned designs. Crepe de Chine in bisque, grey, 
navy blue, Indo blue, and mahogany, with contrasting embroidery. $14.74. 


The third over blouse shows the charm of the square Jenny neck and bel!-shaped three-quartei 
length sleeves. The bosom is enriched with all-over embroidery. Crepe de Chine in navy, grey, 
black, or sponge, with contrasting embroidery. $9.74. 


The fourth over blouse uses pleats most advantageously in interpreting its long graceful lines. 
They fall, back and front, from a square-necked yoke—the sleeves are a fascinating swirl of 
pleats. The cuff bottom ends in a graceful side-tie. Crepe de Chine in navy, black, white, rust, 


_ blue jay, brown, and cocoa. $12.74. 


The fifth over blouse is appealingly simple, its brief, smart lines encrusted with sparkling steel beads 
in an unusual pattern. Crepe de Chine in black, sponge, bittersweet, navy, and Indo blue. $19.74. 


Sizes 34 to 46 


KA, Macy & 60 


HERALD SQUARE YIne EW YORKo 




















Clhe ‘Decorative in Shlouses 
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Shagmoor 


GREAT GOATS 


REG U S. PAT OFFICE 


Personify the Height of Top-Coat Perfection! 





HESE all-year—all-weather coats, for  derfully and peculiarly constructed; in 

town and country wear, possess both other words, Shagmoor is_ insulated 
character and quality. Admirably tai- against changes of climate—it keeps out 
lored, silk lined, Shagmoor Great Coats, the heat—it keeps out the cold, and is 
in sixteen two-toned colors, come in a moisture proof, ideal qualities for the 
variety of inimitable styles, from the — top-coat. 


full swinging to the straight line silhou- 
ette, some fur trimmed with beaver, rac- You will find careless CONTEC INES in 
coon, opossum or fox. the mannish sports models, and femi- 
nine charm in the graceful afternoon 

Shagmoor, thick, soft and light in wraps, for they are designed for maid and 


weight, 100°, pure wool, is won- matron, college and school girl. 


Shagmoor Great Coats, moderately priced, are sold 
by the leading stores everywhere 


” 
You will cant to select your own Shagmoor Great Coat. Inder. TOS. 
Our illustrated rklet nt to you on request. Address: Os 


Department B—Linder Bros., 498 Seventh deenue, New York 498 Seventh Ave 205 W360" St 
Garment Center Capitol 
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THE EARLY AUTUMN SuiTS 


Fabrics are the most interesting thing about these 
women’s newest autumn suits, mixtures of that rough- 
soft quality that makes them essentially suitable for 
fall and winter, in subtle shades of grey and tan. 

English plaid of the type that is going to be much 
seen this season—a wide check on a background 
of lighter color—is used for the suit above left, with 
its straight line coat, cleverly slit pocket and kit fox 
collar. $125 


Rag-Duvetyne, a new Rodier fabric of a grey tone 
with threads of black, fashions the suit above right, 
with black fox. Also tan or brown mixture of the 
same variety with beaver collar and cuffs. $135 


THIRD FLOOR 


Lord & Taylor 


FIFTH AVENUE 
NEW YORK 





Sule are relurning lo lhe very 
simple straight line this season 
as the three slyles on lhis page 
Jemonstrale. 





Slripes of juina cloth running 


verlically on the coat and on 
lhe culls ge a slender line to 
this aulumn sul of an English 
mixture in brown or grey. 
Collar and cutls of black or 
brown Jox. $145 
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art embroideries 





ART EMBROIDERY : original designs on Cus- 
tomers’ material, hand-embroidery, ading, ma- 
chine braiding. Beaded gowns repaired. Mz a orders. 
Royal Art Embroidery Co., 38 W. 34th = te es 











artists’ Seta 





ART STUDENTS. You can make a nice income 
selling our lines of Artists’ Material to fellow-stu 








dents. Liberal commission. No experience neces 
sary. Friedrichs, 9Central Park West, New York 
arts and decorations 
WIENER WERKSTAETTE 
of America 
581 Fifth Avenue 
New York 








auction bridge and mah jong 


YOUR OWN NAME ON BRIDGE SCORE 

250 officially ruled sheets. 6x9 In. bntigidanily 
rinted. Postpaid anywhere $2. Agents wanted. 
ach Company, 904 Sycamore, Cincinnati, O. 


MAH JONG INSTRUCTION by Expert native 
Chinese at your home Mah Jong sets for sale 
Oriental Jewelry and Art Objects, Wing & Co 
Chinese Importers, 235 5th Ave., N. ¥ 


beauty & health 


Permanently Attractive Eyebrows & Lashes. 
Darken them with Coloura! Adds winsome ex- 
pression. Won't wash off. $1.20 ppd. treatment 50c 
at Spiro's, 26 W. 38th St. and 34 W. 46th St., N 


MME. JULIAN’S HAIR DESTROYER perma 
nently eradicates all superfluous hair (with roots) 
No electricity or poison Stood test 50 years 
Mme. Julian 14 West 47th St., N. ¥. C 


MADAME BERTHE'S ZIP positively destroys 
hair with root. No electricity or caustics. Free dem- 
onstration at office Write for booklet. Mme 
Berthe, Specialist, Dept. SA, 562 5th Ave., N. Y. 


WHY LOOK OLD? Use Jeunesse Massage Cream 

$1.00 and tone up your skin with Jeunesse Wrinkle 

Lotion $2.00. If unable to obtain, write Jeunesse, 
136 Liberty Street, New York City 


SAGGING CHEEKS LIFTED PERFECTLY. 
Wrinkles smoothed out, contour restored at once. 
Device worn concealed by hair. Literature free 
The Faceaid Studios, 1482 Broadway, New 


SUPERFLUOUS HAIR permanently removed by 
the painless method originated py Dr. Roebling 
ieyser, a licensed physician. This is the 14th 

your of its successful use. No electric needle or 
chemical used Booklet sent in plain sealed en- 
velope upon request. Dr. Roebling Geyser. 

107 East 35th St., New York City 

2001 Chestnut St., Philadelphia, Pa 


KITTY GORDON’'S SECRET OF BEAUTY. 
* Marvel Mask,"" Incomparable as a rejuvenator. 
Price $5 per jar. 

543 Madison Ave. Plaza 3253 
MME. MAYS, Face Specialist. Est. 30 years. Per- 
manently removes wrinkles, freckles “ars, etc. 
Muscles tightened, endorsed by known phy sicians. 
One address: 50 W. 49th St., N. Y. Bryant 9426. 


Rejuvenation of Figure and face. Youthful 
appearance regained by latest scientific methods. 
Superfiluous flesh reduced and facial muscles 
revitalized. Dr. Kilb, 565-5th Ave fand. 6226. 
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auty schools 











or from the seashore is 
really no problem at all. 
Merely glance through 


these announcements until 
you find the article or the 
service which you. wish. 
Then write—it is so much 
easier than to make an un- 


pleasant trip to the city and 








to go from shop to shop over the blistered pavements. 


The reliable shops listed here are especially prepared 












patterns 


PATTERNS CUT TO MEASURE for Ladies’ and 

Children’s Garments; picture or description; rea- 

—_— prices, perfect fit. Mail orders a gre ae 
Irs. Weisz, 111 Lexington Ave., N.Y. 











permanent hair wave 


NESTLE LANOIL WAVING 

The best equipped and largest 
establishment in the world. 

C. Nestle Co., 12 and 14 East 49th St., New York. 


CALL AT SCHAEFFER'S if you want expert 
personal attention for a permanent ye. Pos 4 
uvely no frizz or kink. aeffer, 

590-592 Fifth Avenue. Phone Bryant 7615. 


PERMANENT WAVE by our vacuum steaming 
process does not affect the natural oil; guaranteed 
6 to 8 months; 75c a curl; average rpg $25, Spiro’s, 
26 W. 38th St., and 34 W. 46th St., N. Y. 


WILFRED SYSTEM OF PERMANENT WAV- 
ing. Expert service at most Siac on prices. Best 
equipped establishment in New 

755 Seventh Avenue, New York. 10220. 


MARIO & FREDERICK, Inc., Permanent Wave 
Specialists, formerly with C. Nestle Co. Will give you 
personal expert attention, the result being the dupli 

cateofalargernaturalwave. 17E.48thSt. Vand. 6897 


MADAME LOUISE BERTHELON 
7 years with Nestle. Up-to-date methods. Careful 














Circle 





























to serve you promptly by mail. The “write” way is work. | Reasonabie rates. | Murray Hill 276s. 
ee . 48 East 49th Street near Park A 
the easiest. PAUL'S PERSONAL SERVICE 
Lanoil or any method used. 

y size wave—no frizz; Py kink. 

Guarantecd. work. 586 Fifth Ave. (below 4sth). 
ee — 
mn 2 ’ laiting & buttons 
dress forms gowns bought (cont’d) P 8 

PNEUFORM—The Pneumatic Dress Form. Gowns HIGHEST PRICES PAID HEMSTITCHING: Plain, picot edge, zigzag. 


fitted without personal try-on. Inflated in fitted 
lining, gives exact figure. Fitted Linings. Pneu- 
form, 16 West 46th St., N. Y¥ Bryant 5338. 


for your ars Wri 
MISS DUFF, i Wese “Toth St. 


ey 8247 


curved. Buttons: latest styles, using your material. 
Plaiting: all styles. Dry cleaning: fancy dyeing 
Mail service Catalog. Sadleir, 17 West 34th St. N.Y 

















employment agency 


MISS BRINKLEY, 507 Fifth Ave., New York. 
We open houses, clean and put in order 
for occupancy. 
The office supplies competent household service. 











fancy dress & costumes 


BROADWAY THEATRICAL COSTUME CO. 
Original ideas for Bal Masque. 
Yostumes to order or for rent 

Phone _—- 3440. 116 W. 48th St., 





Sma 








flesh reduction 


SUPERFLUOUS FLESH REDUCED by modern 
scientific method, without payment until reduction, 
if desired. Dr. R. Newman, Lice aren, 
286 5th Avenue (near 30th St.), New Yc 


REDUCES FLESH without drugs, diet or exercises. 
Blanche Arral, opera prima donna, has novel, harm- 
less system. Send for booklet. Arral’s Tika Tea 
Co., Dept. 18, 500 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 


REDUCE SUPERFLUOUS FLESH 
without diet or medicine. We have all the modern 














ooo ances, elec ay al _ — am hanical. Nancy E. 
teh, 38 E. 5lst St 
BATTLE CREEK SANITARIUM METHOD 


Soothing, exhilarating, quick results 
Ross Institute of Physio- igh ory 4 
300 Madison Ave. (41st St.), N. Y. Tel. Vand. 6290. 





Wanamaker Beauty School, Inc. Leading school. 





DR. HELEN PARKINSON has opened her new 


Aass'd income of $5,000 yearly. Spec. a all brs establishment for reducing superfluous flesh. Elec- 
Scien. beauty culture. Hairdressing, marcet wave, tric light baths, reducti-cycle, colonic | aac 
manicuring. Write for rts. & cat. 435 5th Ave. N.Y. ete. 8 East 41st Street, New York ¢ ‘ity 








chintz 





THE CHINTZ SHOP : 
431 Madison Ave., at 49th St., New York. 
Everything in chints, linen and cretonne. 
ported and Domestic. Samples submitted 








cleaning & dyeing 


ARTHUR CHEGNAY 
Expert French Cleaner and Dyer. Gowns, suits, 
blouses, laces, trimmings, ete. Quick or ice. Out-of- 
town orders solicited. 121 EB. 57th Plaza 7193 











clothes for men 


CLOTHES of DISTINCTION for GENTLEMEN. 
Made to measure of unusual weaves. 





0 to $58 


$4 
BANKS, INC., 562 Fifth Ave., Ent. 46th St 








corsets 





MME. S. SCHWARTZ 
Custom-made and all novelties in Corsets for the 
Woman of fashion. Formerly 11 E. 47th St., now 
36 W. 57th St., New York. Tel. 1552 Murray Hill 








dancing 


alvin Uprvansrry OF DANCE ARTS. 
72 St., New York. Founded 1894 

‘Students’ Dance Theatre. T heatre 

For catalogue write Irvine, 








one 
Social Dances. 


Mr. & Mrs. SADLER'S DANCING ACADEMY 

Tango and all modern steps 
Private lessons dally, every 
2786 Broadway (near io7th St.), Academy 





evening 
1581 





REDUCE FLESH without dieting or drugs. Our 
method, direct from French society leaders, gives 
marvelous results. Send for free booklet and 
sample. Orient Co., North Wales, Pa. 


MILLA ABSORBS FAT. A _ slenderizing 

nedicinally safe; approved by physicians; 
dainty, cooling, effective; a satisfying toilet requi 
site. Camilla Preparations, Inc., 28 W. 44th St., N.Y. 


DAINTY FORM FAT REDUCING CREAM 
melts away your fat as if by magic. Jar $2.00. 
Dainty Form Company, Dept. L., 15 West 34th 
Street, New \ ork 




















furniture& housefurnishings 


UPHOLSTERED FURNITURE, WICKER and 
Windsor Chairs in charming designs. Direct 
from factory at distinct savings. Visit us when > 
New York. Ruder Bros., 18 E. 48th Street, N. 


WILKINSON HAND-MADE ART QUILTS. 
Beautiful, practical gift for every occasion. Made 
only to order Iilus. catalog H in colors sent on 
request. Wilkinson Quilt Co., Ligonier, Ind. 











SELL TO MME. NAFTAL, 69 West 45th St., 
New York. Tel. Bryant 670. I will pay good value 
for your fine used evening, street and dinner frocks, 
also diamonds, jewelry and silverware. 








gowns, wraps and hats 


AN EXCLUSIVE LINE of gowns and dresses for 
the theatrical profession. Wraps, suits and hats to 
meet the most critical personal taste—at exceed- 
ingly attractive prices. Erlich, 543 Fifth Ave., N, Y. 











hair coloring 


GRAY HAIR BANISHED IN 15 MINUTES. 
Inecto Rapid gives permanent color and perfect 
texture. Particulars mailed. Daily demonstrations. 
Inecto Salons, 33-35 West 46th St., New York City. 





shoes 





Shoecraft Shop “fits the narrow heel" in sizes 1- 
10, AAAA to E, French and English models tn 
street and evening footwear. Send for C ae Hs. 
Fit guaranteed. 714 5th Ave., New Yor 


SHORT VAMP SHOES. French and American 
models. Round or Pointed Toes, in all leathers. 
Best for high insteps. Send for Catalogue ““H"’. 
J. Glassberg, 225 West 42nd Street, New York City. 


SUPREME FOOT COMFORT!! Pediformes are 
scientifically correct, giving health and comfort by 
carrying the weight on outside of feet, taking strain 
from arches and tired muscles. A rare combination 
of fore wcen Workmanship, Style and Comfort. Foot 
liom by mail for the entire re mad PEDI- 
FOR. ME, America’s Most Popular Sh 36 
West 36th St., N. Y. 244 Livingston St, Brooklyn. 














LOOK YOUR BEST—Use Pokorney’s hair color- 
ing (henna shampoo). $2.50 box. Hair dyeing, ap- 
plication on premises. Transformations, Switches, 
etc. Pokorney, 50 East 34th Street, New York City. 








hair goods 


shopping commissions 


MRS. C. B. WILLIAMS, New York Shopper, 
will shop with you or send anything to you 
Services free. Send City Bulle tin. 
366 Fifth Avenue, New York ¢ 








Manuel, originator of the Modern Transfor- 
mation and the sight proof parting. Wigs, side 
pieces and toupees. Specialist in hair goods ex- 
clusively. Booklet. 29 East 48th Street, N. Y. € 


MRS. MARION P. WEIGLE, Smart New York 
Shopper. Will buy anything for you or with you. 
No _ charge. —— service. References. 

306 w est 99th St Phone Riverside 9132. 








hosiery repairing 


We Specialize in REPAIRING French Shee 





Hose. Runs & Pull Threads repaired on all makes 
of silk hosiery, & made to look like new. Lenox 
Hosiery Repair Service, 3 East 38th St, | i A 


ADELINE N. BAKER acts as your personal repre- 
sentative in all New York pene. ony ices free 
of charge. Refere neces. 356 West 145 Street, 
New York City 








silk underwear 








hotels 


HOTEL ST. JAMES, Times Sq., off Broadway. 
109 W. 45th St., 4 min. walk to 40 theatres and all 
principal shops. Much favored by women traveling 
without escort. W. Johnson Quinn, Pres. 





GLOVE SILK UNDERWEAR. Beautiful glove, 
silk vest and step-in, picot edge, heavy quality. 
Direct from Mill. Retail value $7.50—Special to 
introduce at $6.00 for the set—Flesh, Orchid or 
Maize color. Sent C. O. D. charges prepaid for 
examination or send money order—give size 
a — ante d. 


Schwabe, 76 Madison Ave., New York. 





HOTEL HARGRAVE, West 72nd St., bet. Broad- 
way and Columbus Ave., N. Y. 1 block to Central 
Park. Comfort, refinement & luxury combined with 
mod. rates. Send for bkit. Eugene Cable, Mgr. 





jewelry bought 





stationery 


DREKA—FINE STATIONERS 
Wedding Invitations of Individuality. 
Engraved by hand on the finest quality of papers. 
1121 Chestnut Street, Philadelphia. 








CASH FOR JEWELRY, Diamonds, Gems, Gold, 


silver, new or broken. Prices now exceptionall 
gh. Est. 40 years. Mme. Naftal, 69 West 45th 
Street, N. Y.C. Tel. Bryant 670. 





TRABERT & BARNES, 
Starr & Frost, Dreicer & Co. Jewels purchased. 
Authorized appraisers. Room 506, Guaranty 
Trust Co. Bldg., 522 Fifth Ave. Murray Hill 1192. 


ee = with Black, 








gifts 


WHOLESALE ONLY—Distinctive objects of 
moderate price including Old World and American 
Pottery— Metal—Fabric— Wood—Glass—5 floors 
atc harles Hall, Inc., 18 West 23rd St., New York. 








ladies’ hand bags 


EXCLUSIVE MODELS MADE TO ORDER—in 
silk, pees & genuine Paisley. "oe a 

pecialty. Send for catalog «& prices 
Wm. Nibur, 2432 Broadway, N. Y.C. River 9918 











wedding stationery 


EVERETT WADDEY CO. for a generation has 
insured highest quality engraved Wedding Invita- 
tions at reasonable prices. Book of Wedding 
Etiquette free. 7 S. 11th St., Richmond, Va. 


100 WEDDING ANNOUNCEMENTS $13.50 or 
invitations, hand engraved, 2 sets of envelopes. 
100 Calling Cards, $2.75. Write for samples. 
B. Ott Engraving Co., 1052 Chestnut St., Phila., Pa. 


WEDDING INVITATIONS & Announcements. 
Engraved in the very latest styles. Write for 
samples and prices. Prompt service. Virginia 
Stationery Co., Dept. H., Richmond, Va. 

















gowns bought 


MME. NAFTAL 
Pays highest cash value for fine 
misfit or slightly used evening, 
street and dinner costumes 
Also for furs, diamonds, jewelry, 
silverware, furniture and rugs. 
Promptness and liberal payment our motto. 
69 West 45th Street Tel. 670 Bryant. 








maids’ uniforms 


oe, 4 Guctoine pam 425 be. N. Y. 


esses $4.5( up. 
Ageens 75¢ to 38h x 10. Coats $42.50 up. 
ats $8.50 up. Catalog * H"’ on request. 











wovenname tapes (personal) 


CASH’S WOVEN NAME Save faundry | sommes, 
3 doz. $1.50, 6 doz. $2.00, - doz. e. 
Write for samples. J.&J.C ash, 

2023 Chestnut Street. South ia “Conn. 





S. 











millinery & feathers 





yarns 





Suggestions may be found on this 

MANY page. You will find it profitable 

VALUABLE to read the announcements each 
morth. 


TEL. BRYANT 1376. WE PAY CASH AT ONCE, 
for Used Gowns, Sults, Wraps, Furs, Diamonds, Jew- 
elry, Silverware. Highest prices guaranteed. Write 


phone, send. Mme. Furman, 101 W. 47th St., N. Y. 


Feather Fancies of burnt Goose & Peacock, Gou- 
ra & Paradise. Newest effects and dress trimmings 
made from your old ostrich feathers. ee of mail 
service. K. Methot, 38 W. 34th St 





ORIGINAL CREATIONS in Hand Knitted 
garments. A complete stock of yarns. Corps 
of instructors. Elsa Barsaloux, 3 West 50th 
Street, just off 5th Ave., New York 








 '’? wie 





The Tiered Silhouette 


in Three New Versions for Fall 


D—Replica of Paul Poiret frock 
in “Fulgurant,’”’ a new satin- 
finish, high lustre silken fabric. 
Entirely new silhouette in tiered 
effect, basque line, with exqui- 
site lace collar. Black, Ruhm 
(a new tan shade). Sizes 14 


to 20. 79.50 




























FIFTH AVENUE 














E—Replica of Paquin frock in 
satin crepe. New tiered sil- 
houette pointed to one side. 
Sheer knife pleated lace collar 
and tiered lace cuffs. Black, 


Navy, Sable. Sizes 14 to 20. 
49.50 





Htewart & Co, 


Correct Apparel torWomen& Misses 





F—Exact Replica of 
Martial et Armand frock 
showing new tiered tunic 
silhouette with rows of circular 
folds in flare effect. Exquisite 
lace cape collar edged with 
white fur. Black, Navy, Sable. 
Sizes 14 to 20. 69.50 





AT 37TH STREET 
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HARPER’S 





BAZAR 














MANY LETTERS to the SCHOOL BUREAU 


REVEAL the LITTLE 


OR instance, a letter from the 

wife of a Naval officer stationed 
at Newport. Suddenly, as such 
things happen in the naval and mili- 
tary service, he was transferred to 
California. Almost overnight it be- 
came imperative to find the right 
eleven-year-old 


school for their 


son. 


Another letter is from a manufac- 
turer whose brother is interested in 
Russian Relief Work with the Ameri- 
can Red 


eleven-year-old refugee whose par- 


Cross. He adopted an 
ents were victims of the famine last 
May. 


American school for his charge. 


Now he wishes to find an 


So letters come to the School 
Bureau from all parts of the country 
and from foreign countries as well, 
each with its own problem, its own 


dramatic suggestions. 


And what a satisfaction it is to be 


able to give these inquirers the as- 


DRAMAS of LIFE— 


sistance, the exact information which 


they require. 


It justifies the thoroughness with 
which the School Bureau of 
Harper’s Bazar has built up its inti- 
mate knowledge of the best schools 
throughout the country. From the 
East Coast to the West, from Maine 
to Florida, the best schools have 
been visited personally by my assist- 
ants or myself. 

In all, more than 5,000 readers of 
HaArPER’s Bazar have written us for 


And I 


do not believe there is any conceiv- 


information about schools. 


able sort of school problem which we 
have not helped to solve. 

We sincerely want to be of assist- 
ance to you. Write me personally. 
Write me in detail concerning your 
problem and requirements and I shall 
be glad to put before you, honestly 
and frankly, all the facts gained 
thorough 


through this long and 


experience. 


Nonnil ». aust, 


Director 


HARPER’S BAZAR SCHOOL BUREAU, 119 West goth St., New York 

















for AUGUST 
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WHEREIN ON E 
WAY I § O F T TAs 


ETTY sank into a comfortable chair with a sigh of 
relief and drew her heavy shoes from protesting feet. 
“Tt’s an unjust world, Marion. Here I wear these clumsy 
shoes for comfort and at the end of the day I’m fairly 
crippled, while you pirouette about on those dainty pumps 


>? 


and you look as though you never had a single aching toe! 


Marion chuckled. ‘* You ce7// cling to the old idea that a 
dowdy shoe is a sensible one while a graceful, attractive 
pump is certain to be painful. Of course your feet hurt— 
they don’t get any exercise.” 

“No exercise!”” Betty was shrill with indignation. “If 
trotting into every store on the avenue to match that silly 
green crépe of yours isn’t exercise—” but Marion inter- 
rupted. 


Pedemode case is added to 
grace of line in this pump 
of fine, kid trimmed suéde 
in the new fall shades. 








JULIUS 





Ernst Kern Co. I’. E. Foster & Co. 
Detroit, Mich. Kansas City, Mo. 


Higbee Co. 
Cleveland, O. 


F. EF. Foster & Co. 
Chicago, Il. 


Louis Livingston 
New York City 


Jacobs Bros. 
New Orleans, La. 


Thomas Kilpatrick Co. 
Omaha, Neb. 


L. Bamberger & Co. 
Newark, N. J. 





LEARN S&S 


GROSSMAN, 
PROGR R, Ne X. 


Pedemodes are shown exclusively in the shops listed below: 


Caspari & Virmond Co. 
Milwaukee, Wis. 


Knight Shee Co. 
Portland, Ore. 


- Jj 
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WAY 


“Your shoes got the exercise, not your feet,” she ex- 


plained. “‘Look at your toes—they’re all pressed together. 
You can’t get exercise in a vise! These Pedemodes of mine 
which you think frivolous allow every toe perfect freedom, 
the arch is just right for my foot and because they fit cor- 
rectly, they will keep their shape and probably outlast 
those you’re martyring yourself with.” 


Betty looked wistfully at the beige pumps with their 
smart brown leather trimming. ‘Do you mean to say I 
could wear pumps like those—what do you call “em— 
Pedemodes?”’ she asked. 


“You could wear just as attractive ones—perhaps this 
isn’t the exact last for you, but the salesman would fit 


you in Pedemodes and you’d never wear any other kind.” 


1 smart buckskin spor 

Pedemode trimmed with 

leather in contrasting 

color. In all colors and 
Hom 


Shoes for Women 


combina 





2. ote 





Winkelman 


Philadelphia, Pa Pittsburgh, Pa. 


Nicollet Booterie, Inc. Joseph Horne Co. 


Minneapolis, Minn. 
Seymour Sycle City of Paris Dry Goods Co Phelps Shoe Store 


Richmond, Va. San Francisco, Cal. Shreveport, La. 





At r Texa 
Akron, Ohno 
Albany N Y 
Asheville, N 
Athens, Ga 


Atlanta, Ga 








Auburn. N 
Augusta, Ga 
Austin, Texas 
Baltimore, Md 
Harnesville, O 
ttle Creek, Mich 
t n Rouge, La 
Beaumont, Texas 
Biddeford. Me 
Billings. Mont 
Uinghamton, N Y 
irmingham, Ala 
Blueheld. W Va 
Boston. Ma 
Bradtord, Pa 
ot. Tens 
kton. Ma 
I aklyn. N Y 
Huffal NY 
Hutte Montana 
Cambridge, Md 
Canton, Ohi 
ambersburg, Pa 
arlestown, W. Va 
arlotte, N. ¢ 
Chattanooga, Ten 
ago, Ill 
! the, OF 
nnati. UO 
Clarksburg. W. Va 

















Huntington. W Va 
Huntsville, Ala 
Indianapolis, Ind 
Ironton, O 

Ithaca. N Y 
Jackson, Mich 
Jackson, Mi 
Jacksonville, Fla 
Jacksonville, Il! 
Johnson City. Tenn 
John wn, Pa 


Kansas City. Mo. 
Keokuk. lowa 
Kingsport. Tenn 
Knoxville, Tenn 
La Crosse, Wisconsin 
La Grange. Ga 
Lancaster O 
Lancaster, Pa 
Lansing. Mich 
LaSalle, I 

Lebanon. Ind 
Lewiston. Idaho 
Lexington, Ky 





Perry Jones Co 

The M. O'Neil Co. 
Waldman Bros 

A. L. Price 

Michael Bros. 

Keely Co 

Fowler, Henderson Co.,Inc. 
J Goldberg & Sons 

E. M. Scarbrough & Sons 
The Phillipsborn Co 

The E. G. Harrison Co 

L. W Robinson Co 

S. L. Reymond 

Rosenthal D. G. Co 

Lewis Polakewich & Sons 
The D. G. Cole Co 

Sisson Bros., Welden Co 
Burger D. G. Co 

Quality Shop 

R. H. White Co. 

Yampolski Bros 

The H. P King Co. 
Alexander's Fashion Shop 
Fred’k Loeser & Co. 

Adam Meldrum & Anderson Co 
Symons D G Co 
Richardson Style Shop 
Klein Heffelman Zollars 
Leonard's Spec. Shops 
Coyle & Richardson 

G. B. Cabaniss & Co 

Miller Bros. Co 

Marshall Field & Co 

Story & Brandle 

Smith Casson Co. 
Watts-Sartor-Lear Co 

The Wm. Taylor, Son & Co. 
Wilbur CL & St. Co 

]. A. Kirven Co. 

W. C. Beard, Inc 

Bradford Husch Co. 

J. R. Coppin Co 
Rosenbaum Bros 

Titche Goettinger Co. 
McLean Bros. 

A. B. Robertson & Bro 
The Neusteter Co. 

Harris Emery Co 
Newcomb Endicott Co. 

A. L. Geisenheimer & Co. 
The Miles Shop 

J. F. Stampfer Co. 

T. W. Sidney Est 

R. L. Baldwin Co 

M. Stein 

Joseph Spiess Co 

Boston Store 

George Burroughs 

J. J. Flanagan & Co 

A. P. Lahr & Sons 

Cherry & Webb 

C. C. Yarrington Co 
Fleishman Bros. Co. 
Douglass Shoe & Clothing Co 
Edmonds D. G. Co. 
Gans Co 
Snowberger Co 
Adler & Co. 

M. J. Voris Co 
Wilson Co. 

The Hickey-Kane Co. 
Boston Store Co 
L. E. Pearson Co 
O. C. Thompson Co 
Friedman Spring D. G. Co 
Cabaniss, Inc 

A. E. Troutman Co 
Cabaniss Gardner Co 
F. Goodman D. G. Co. 
Eugene L. Reib 

W. H. Bennethum 
Herzog Dress Shop 
Leslie D. G. Co 

P. Deisroth's Sons 
Erlich Bros 

Albert Mendel & Co 
Foley Bros. D. G. Co. 
Deardorff Sisler Co 

S. S. Thompson 

Wm. H. Block & Co 
C. F. Johnston Co. 
Rothschild Bros 

M. I. Jacobson 
Downing Locke Co 
Cohen Bros 

F. J. Waddell & Co 

C. E. Cate Co 
Schwartz Bros. 
Berkson Bros 
Sullivan & Auwerda 
Kingsport Stores, Inc 
Anderson, Dulin & Varnell 
Mutchow Bros. & Pruess 
Callaways Dep't Store 
Chas. P Wiseman & Co 
Leonard's 

The Style Shop 

Chas. B. Blakely & Co 
Adler & Co. 
Bratton-Morris Co. 

J. D. Purcell Co. 


Inc 


FRANKLIN SIMONE CO. 
in New York 


ce 





HARPER’S BAZAR J 


"PRINCESS PAT DRESSES | 


OX 


Displayed in 
Dhese Stores 





















































2031—Combination of canton crepe and 2030—Canton crepe with pleated panels and 2027—Pleated gown of crepe armour geor- 
crepe armour georgette. Embroidered with bands of beaded embroidery Sizes t6 to gette. Silk lined. Sizes 16 to 44. Colors: 
silk and steel beads. Sizes 16 to 44 Colors Colors. Black, navy, brown and cocoa Black, navy, cocoa and brown. 


Black, navy, brown and cocoa 


Princess Pat presents a selection of dresses for 
Fall that visibly testify to the genius of her de- 
signers. Six inimit- jz| able models com- 
prise a group that f =| embodies the 
smartest Parisian style-thought. 







| DRESSES | 


i PRINCESS PAT DRESSMAKERS 














for AUGUST 


PRINCESS PAT DRESSES 


E923 
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2029—Crepe 
as trimming. 


Satin with reversed side used 2026—Crepe 
Silk embroidery and pleated panels. Sizes 
Colors: Black, navy, cocoa and 


Tunic effect. Sizes 16 to 44. 


Colors. Black, navy, brown. 16 to 44 


[5 


brown 


2028—Crepe armour georgette, silk lined. 
Embroidered panel of silk and beads. Out- 
lined with pleated panels. Sizes 16 to 44. 
Colors: Black, navy, brown and cocoa. 


armour georgette, silk lined. 


The impeccable style of each Princess Pat 
model has won for each succeeding group 
a wider and deeper friendship among 


women who ap- 
ness at a mod- 








preciate smart- 
erate cost. 





PARIS NEW YORK 








Lima, Ohio 
Lincoln, Neb. 
Logan, W. Va. 
Los Angeles, Cal. 
Louisville, Ky. 
Lynchburg, Va. 
Malone, N. Y. 
Manitowoc, Wis. 
Mansfield, O. 
Marietta, Ohio 
Marion, Ind. 
Marshalltown, Iowa 
McAlester, Okla. 
McKeesport, Pa. 
Memphis, Tenn 
Miami, Fla. 
Middlesboro, Ky. 
Milwaukee, Wis. 
Minot, N. D. 
Mobile, Ala. 
Morgantown, W. Va 
Morristown, Tenn. 
Mount Vernon, O. 
Muskegon, Mich. 
New Brunswick, N. ) 
New Castle, Pa. 
New Haven, Conn 
New Orleans, La. 
Newport, R. I> 
New York City, N. Y 
Norwalk, Ohio 
Oakland, Cal 
Ogdensburg, N. Y 
Oklahoma City, Okla 
Omaha, Neb. 
Ottumwa, Iowa 
Paducah, Ky. 
Painesville, O 
Pasadena, Cal. 
Peoria, Ill 
Philadelphia, Pa 
Pine Bluff, Ark. 
Pittsburgh, Kansas 
Pittsburgh, Pa 
Pocatello, Idaho 
Pontiac, Mich 

Port Huron, Mich 
Portland, Oregon 
Portsmouth, O 
Princeton, Ill 
Quincy, Il. 
Raleigh, N.C. 
Reading, Pa 
Redlands, Cal 
Richmond, Va 
Riverside, Cal 
Roanoke, Va 
Rockford, Ill. 
Rochester, N.Y. 
Rome, Ga 
Rushville, Ind 
Sacramento, Cal 
San Bernardino, Cal 
St. Joseph, Mo. 

St. Louis, Mo 

St. Paul, Minn 
Salamanca, N. Y. 
Salisbury, Md 

Salt Lake City, Utah 
Sandusky, Ohio 
San Francisco, Cal. 
Santa Barbara, Cal. 
Savannah, Ga. 
Scranton, Pa. 
Seattle, Wash. 
Sedalia, Mo. 
Shelby, N. C. 
South Bend, Ind. 
Spartanburg, S. C. 
Springfield, Ill. 
Springfield, Mass. 
Springfield, Ohio 
Syracuse, New York 
Tampa, Fla. 

Terre Haute, Ind 
Toledo, O. 
Torrington, Conn. 
Trenton, N. J. 
Troy, N. Y. 

Tulsa, Okla. 

Twin Falls, Idaho 
Union City, Tenn. 
Utica, N. Y. 
Venice, Cal. 
Vicksburg, Miss. 
Virginia, Minn. 
Washington, D. C, 
Waterbury, Conn 
Watertown, S. D. 
Wichita, Kansas 
Williamson, W. Va. 
Williamsport, Pa 
Wilmington, Del. 
Wilmington, N. C. 
Wilson, N.C. 


Yonkers, N. Y 
York, Pa. 
Youngstown, Ohio 
Zanesville, Ohio 





-159 MADISON AVENUE, N.Y. C.i 


Winston-Salem, N. C. 
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Displayed in 
These Stores 


Carter & Carroll 
Magee’s 

Bowling’s Fashion Store 
A. Hamburger & Sons, Inc. 
Besten & Langen 

C. M. Guggenheimer, Inc. 
Katherine E. Caldwell 
Schuette Bros. Co. 

R. B. Maxwell Co. 

The Turner-Ebinger Co. 
Blumenthal & Co. 
Weisman-Higgin Co. 
Bell's 

J. D. O'Neil Co. 

J. Summerfield 

Burdine & Quarterman 
Harry E. Verran Co. 
Ed. Schuster & Co. 

E. Ellison & Sons 

L. Hammel D. G. Co. 

S. M. Whiteside & Co. 

J. W. Arnold & Co. 

The J. S. Ringwalt Co. 
W. D. Hardy & Co. 

P. J. Young D. G. Co 
Brown & Hamilton 
Herzog Dress Shop, - 
L. Feibleman & Co., Inc. 
Helen N. McCurdy ” 
Franklin Simon & Co 

C. F. Jackson Co. 
Taft & Pennoyer Co. 
Nathan Franks Sons 
Kerr D. G. Co. 

Hayden Bros. 

S. C. Cullen Co 

E. Guthrie Co 

Byler’s 

Tooker Jordan Co. 

R.A. Bergner & Co. 
Strawbridge & Clothier 
Isaac Dreyfus Co. 
Famous D. G. & Shoe Co. 
Frank & Seder 

The People’s Store 
Milton G. Robertson's 
Rosenthal- Winkelman Co 
Meier & Frank Co 

The Atlas Co. 

H. E. Makutchan & Co 
Halbach Schroeder Co. 
C. C. Glynn & Co. 
Mould Co. 

The Harris Co. 
Kaufmann & Co. , 

G. Rouse & Co. 

S. H. Heironimus Co. 

H. L. Wortham Co. 

E. W. Edwards & Son 

J. Kuttner & Co. 

The Mauzy Co. 

Pickett Atterbury Co. 
The Harris Co. 

Hirsch Bros. D. G. Co. 
T. W. Garland 

Husch Bros. 

McCabe Bros. 

R. E. Powell & Co. 
Wright Farrand Shop 
Scheuer-Frankel Co. 
O'Connor, Moffatt & Co. 
Trenwith’s, Inc. 
Leopold Adler 
Scranton D. G. Co. 
MacDougal Southwick Co. 
C. W. Flower D. G. Co. 
W. L. Fanning & Co. 
Ellsworth Store 

Aug. W. Smith Co. 

J. Thayer & Co. 

The Woman's Shop 
Tucker-Luibel Co. 

E. W. Edwards & Son 
Maas Bros. 

Siegel’s 

The Thompson-Hudson Co. 
Chas. M. Parker 
Hoenig Swern & Co. 
Scherer’s 

Vandever D. G. Co. 

W. H. Wright & Sons Co. 
Corum & Jackson 
Doyle-Knower Co, 
Sada Smart Shop 

The Style Shop 
Alexander, Reid & Co. 
Woodward & Lothrop 
Howland-Hughes Co. 
Paulis D. G. Co. 
Lewin’s Fashion Shop 
Sohn’s Store 

Bush & Bull Co. 
Schwartz Bros. Co. 
Wm. Goodman 

Gay Bros. , 
Anchor Stores Co. 

J. Williamson 

S. Grumbacker & Son 
G. M. McKelvey & Co. 
H. H. Sturtevant Co, 


FREDERICK LOESER Co. 
in Brooklyn | 
- Lh 
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Free Dog Book 


by noted Specialist. 8 
10W Lo 
FEED AND TRAIN 
your dog 


KEEP HIM HEALTHY 
CURE DOG ‘DISEASES 


How to put dog in condi- 
tion, kill fleas, cure seratch- 
ing, mange, distemper 
Gives twenty-five famous 


Q-W DOG REMEDIES 


and 1650 tllustrations of dog leads, training 
ollars, harness, stripping combs, dog houses, 
etc. Mailed free. 


Q-W LABORATORIES 


Dept. 2 Bound Brook, New Jersey 

















Conditions Coat 


Use BLACK FLAG regularly and plen- 
tifully and your dog's coat will be per- 
fect. Fleas worry the dog and prevent proper 
coat development. Blow into coat with pow- 
der-gun. It will kill every flea. Non-poison- 
ous: harmless to dogs and humans. Kills 
insects by inhalation, Fleas breathe it, and die. 
In the red-and-yellow wrapper bear- 
ing the Black Flag trademark. 
At all drug, grocery, department and | 
hardware stores. Three sizes: |5c, 40c 
and 75c (except west of Denver, Col.. 
Canada and foreign countries), Or 
direct by mail on receipt of price. 
BLACK FLAG 


Smaliwood & Eagle Sts. . Baltimore, Md. 


SHERLEY’S 


English Dog Medicines 
and Lactol 
Best Dog Remedies in the World 
For Sale by 
ABERCROMBIE & FITCH CO. 
Madison Ave. & 45th St., New York 


and Jordan Marsh Co., Boston 
Booklet mailed free on request. 











unthrifty, 


coat, “eating grass 
won't help him. 

ondition Pills 
They are 
tonic for mange, 


druggists or mail. 


































If Your Dog Is Sick | 
all run down, thin and 
with matu- 
rated eyes, high-colored 
urine and harsh sts aring 


Dent's 

will 
a marvelous 
dis- 
temper, indigestion and 
out of sorts. Price 50c., 


Dent Medicine Co., Newburgh, N.Y. 





Cartivator Coie Kenners 
( Registered 


UR collies are farm raised and bred for 

















Let me find that dog for you— 


OR forty 
been doing 
ing for men and 
just the dogs 

wanted. 

And I’ve enjoyed it. 
lor surely this is a worth- 
while purpose. ‘There’s 
nothing like the compan- 


years I’ve 
it—find- 

women 
they’ve 


ionship a good dog will 
give you. 

I’m in touch with all 
the best kennels in the 


Address me personally c/o 
Har per’s Bazar,119 West 
goth Street, New York 


country. lve attended 
hundreds of dog shows and 
organized a great many of 
them. I’ve raised and 
judged dogs myself. 


And all this experience 


is at your service -free of 
charge 
So, if you want a dog 


and want to be sure it’s a 
dog that will prove 
factory in every way, let 
me find it for you. 


satis- 


Livedl f MvCe. 











FREE 


KENNEL MANUAL 
Are Youa Dog Owner? 


If so —to keep him well and happy 

you must have our 40 Page Kennel 

Manual, Full andcompleteinforma- 

tion on the care and treatment of 
your dog in health 
and sickness, 


Sent FREE on request 
Delson Chemical Co. 
Dept. (H) 


42 Penn Street 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 














aq OUR NAMES 


eae 6are Bingo and Eli, 
}. nephews of Strong- 
heart of moving 
picture fame. 
Bingo won a blue 
ribbon the first time 
shown. He is a wolf 
sable; quiet and 
dignified tempera- 
ment. Eli is black 
y bright and full of 





“ 
and tan in color; ver} 1 
life—unshown, but will do well in the ring. 


Both are good specimens and perfectly 
| house broken. Well worth the attention 
of anyone who wants to own a high-class 
police dog for showing or companionship. 
For particulars address 
Whited, 11th Floor, 119 West 40th St. 
New York City 
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This wonderful new kind of soap with 
its Healing,Stimulating Oils of the Pine 
Forests positively destroys fleas, Itre- 
lieves many skin diseases, removes dog 
odors and improves the coat generally. 
Contains No Carbolic -- Delightfully Fragrant 
Used by A.S.P.C.A. of 
New York City 

An exceptional Shampoo for the Human 
Head. Overcomes Dandruff, Falling Hair 
and Itching Scalp. 

Handy Jars, 35¢ 

Quart Can, $1.00 


The SANITAS CO., Inc. 
33 Keap St., Brookiyn, N.Y. 


ann Boap 2S 











KILLS FLEAS 


Sergeant’s § rg Flea Soap positively kills 
fleas, lice, etc. Won't irritate skin or eyes 
nor mat hair but leaves it clean, soft and 








fluffy. 25c cake lasts long time. At 
dealers or from A Medicine 
‘or Every 
Dog Ailment 









DOG BOOK 


Polk Miller's famous 
Dog Book, 64 pages 
on care, feeding an 

| training, also pedi- 
| gree blank, ailment 
chart and Sen. Vest's 
| celebrated ‘Tribute 
to a Dog.’’” Write 
today for free copy. 


} POLK MILLER DRUGCO. 





Dept. 309 
}} Governor St., 
+ Richmond, ond, Wa. 4 











PEKINGESE 


Exclusively. From prize 
winning, registered stock. 
Best of breeding. Nothing 
under $50.00. Satisfaction 
guaranteed. Correspondence 
a Pleasure. Address: Kinryo 
Kennels, akwood 








Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio 











CHOW PUPPIES 


From Champion Stock 
Stud List upon request 


FOR SALE 


Manchoover Kennels 
1801 Green Bay Road 
Glencoe, Illinois 


Cwned by Mrs. H. Earl Hoover Ope 











CHOW CHOWS 
SPLENDID RED OR BLACK 
PUPPIES FOR SALE 
For prices and full particulars address 


MRS. E. A. REED, Hor Binn Kennels, 


67 Summer St., Taunton, Mass. 
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NABOB 


128 Opera Place 
Cincinnati 


for descriptive booklet. 
The Auburacrest Kennels, Reg. 


Ohio 





MOHLER KENNELS 


Registered 
POLICE DOGS 


The dog with human intelligence. We are 
exclusive breeders of German Police dogs 
We guarantee to satisfy you both as to price 
and quality 
Address: Mohler Kennels, 1310 Wilbur Ave 

Akron, Ohio. Phone Main 2446. 








“Strong Heart’’ 


both intelligence and show form. Won- 

derful companions Handsomely marked 

Prices very reasonable considering quality. 

Address Mme Erma B. SLIKE, P. O. B. 298, 

‘harleston, West Virginia 

BULLDOGS 
The good old English 
Bulldog in spite of his 
forbidding appearance 
is gentle and affection 
ate and makes a grand 
pal for children 
We usually have pup- | 
pies for sale $100.00 
and up Send stamp 


Police Dogs 


plus Appearance” 
uu can pay more but you 
can’t get a better dog. 


S UN BEAM FARM 
TRONG HEART KENNELS 
New Brunswick, Easton Pike, N. J. 


a “haracter 





GREEN TREE KENNELS 
est honors at leading shows. Puppies 
and grown dogs for sale. 

Mrs. PAYNE WHITNEY, Owner 
for particulars address 


ISAAC BLACK, Mgr., Manhasset, Long Island, New York | 


CAIRN TERRIERS have won high- | 




















¢ . a as ’ 2 oO > 
PEKINGESE 
Puppies for Sale. Dogs 
at Stud. Both Im- 
pected. and American 
red Stock. Satisfac- 
tion guaranteed. Cor- 
respondence invited. 
Hic Ona! Kennels 
(Mias L. G. Hicks, Owner) 
Phone Fall on 2126-R 


Blossom Road 
North Westport, Mass. 















The Ideal, Companion 
and Protector 
trated Booklet 


PALISADE KENNELS 


Box 3, Springfield Gardens, L.1. 


Just 40 minutes from Manhatta: tan 


SHEPHERD (Police) DOGS | 


Write today for Illus- 





















Boston Terriers 
A few choice specimens, both 
sexes, es sale, by the celebrated 

scl INATION 
K. ©. 107292 
Finest head ‘and expression of 


any dog in the country. Prices 
$30.00 up. 
Send illustrated 


=. for 
lar. 


reu' 
MASSASOIT KENNELS 
Box 195 Springfield, Mass. 














SHEPHERD PUPPIES 
(Police Dogs) 
by our Champion Stock, for sale 
P. A. B. Widener, Owner 


Address all communications to 


LEWIS S. WORDEN, Mgr. Joselle Ken- 
nels, Elkins Park, Pennsylvania | 























The Ideal Companion for Children 
FROHLICHLUFT KENNELS MARION KENNELS 
“Breeders” “Trainers” 


of SHEPHERD DOGS 


Mr. 


404 N. Richland St. 


Address 
R. M. Jennings, Jr., Owner 
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 








wonderful care they receive in early 


It ion purposes. 


from $150.00—and worth it! 


P.O. BOX 914B 





Y - Y¢ 2¢ > ¢ a] 
SWIFT RUXKC, SHEPHERDS 
OME tell us they attribute the excellence of Swift Run Shepherds to the 
puppyhood on the 
1aintain that it is because we discard all doubtful or mediocre stock for breed- 
We believe their superiority is the result of our intelligent 
appreciation of the value of the proper selection of blood lines. 
For further information address 


SWIFT RUN KENNELS 


farm; others 


Priced upwards 





PIQUA, OHIO 
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Every Kennel in Harper s Recommended 


3 
Puppy Dogs’ Tails 
FREE BOOK on treatment 
and Care of Dogs (Including ning highest prizes in United 
Puppies) Address: Humphrey’s States for years. $50 each. 
Veterinary Remedies, 156 SES SAD: Se, 
William Street, New York. Rahway, N. J. 


OR Sale—High class 
Winning Wire-haired 
and Smooth Fox 
Terriers, Irish Terriers, 
Airedale Terriers, West 
Highland Terriers, Bull 
Terriers and mostly all which has recently prov. 
breeds for sale. enso popular = yf avo 
Apply ica, weighs 10 to 14 Ibs. 


-edigreed, Registered 
ALF DELMONT Puppies from $35 up, one, means you have 
leeds Kennels Wynnewood, Pa. RE. 


VERHELLE STOCK FARM aa the best 
FD. 3, Somerville, W.J. ~] | GIRALDA FARMS 
SNOW WHITE ESQUIMO PUPPIES 
The smartest, handsomest and 


Bazar Is 


PEKINGESE 


FINEST AND BEST EQUIPPED KENNELS IN THE WORLD 
All ages and colors Chiefly “Sleeve Dogs” and puppies Champion Bred 
SOME AS LOW AS $25 
Satisfaction guaranteed Send for photographs and description 
MRS. H. A. BAXTER 


489 FIFTH AVENUE, New York GREAT NECK, L. I. 
Tel. Vanderbilt 1236 Tel. Great Neck 418 
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BLUE RIBBON 
COLLIE PUPPIES 


For sale from kennel win- 





Specimen puppy 











Belgian Schipperkes 
Best Watchdog in the 
world. Wonderful with 
children. This small 
black Belgian dog with 
fox-like head, short coat 
and absence of tail, 







Champion Giralda’s 
Schatz 


“ Giralda 
Shepherds 


are noted for their 
correct type, color 
and manners. To own 





























| Madison, New Jersey 





THE BLUE GRASS 
FARM KENNELS 
Box Q, Berry, Ky. 
offer for sale Setters and Pointers, 
Fox and Cat Hounds, Wolf and 
Deer Hounds, Coon and Opossum Hounds, | 
Varmint and Rabbit Hounds, Bear and Lion } 
Hounds, also Airedale Terriers. Catalogue | 





POLICE DOG PUPPIES 


from the world’s finest bloodlines, the one man 
dog of human intelligence, combining the good 
qualities of all breeds. Males $100; females $75. 
GLEN GARDEN KENNELS (reg.) 
Brown Harwood, Owner, 110 W. 4th St. 
Fort Worth, Texas. Reference: Bradstreet's, 


ful, harmless as a kitten and 
very, affectionate. Always full 
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HUSKY WING TOI 


Full of vigor, picture of 

5 5e in stamps 
for illustrated catalog. Terms 
liberal. Will ship on approval 
to responsible parties. Guar- 


Our Own Breeding. Stud Fee $60. 
Also other fine RED CHOW DOGS 
at Stud. Fee $25 up. 
























































































> J » , r 7 ten cents. * 
antee safe delivery anywhere. . Dun’s. 
J THE BROCKWAY KENNELS, Baldwin, Kansas | | WONDERFUL 
. | CHOW PUPPIE 
Ss SS ae 
S PEKINGESE COCKER SPANIELS : - S 
- = — a — are the ideal all around IRISH hee under three months 
All colors. Attractive prices. wre. _ eed betes dome, Particularly gentle with children 
Puppies or eee hunters, “We ave alway WOLFHO UNCDS Finest breeding. Price, $100 up, each. 
Inspection of kennels invited. whites, blus roans_and#’ | | Thoroughbred imported stock. MRS. ROBERT APPLETON’S KENNELS 
. | ff mp 
Correspondence a pleasure. sometiines | Unusuaily large. Some splendid EAST HAMPTON, LONG ISLA . N. 
Address puppies ready for immediate dis- Tel. E. Hampton 67 or Plaza 5878 ‘ie ie 
ag gem Dr. and Mrs. A. R. Moffit | posal. For prices and particulars 
Wu Kee Kennels, Old Short Tel. 1860 pong N. O. BRODERSON 
Hills Road and Marion Ave. } Shi a N. J ’ 
Millburn New Jersey OWES, HU es cara 
Bargains WEDRGID KENNELS 
“SPRATT'S OVALS Blue Ribbon Fr S, le High class 
Ss WhiteCollies ons can ders of Pe- Or d é Coon Hounds; 
y sth | Spee Opossum an 
me POCKET eee’ BISCUIT Write for special lists of ra- Splendid puppies and Skunk Hounds; Rabbit and Squirrel Dogs. 
Y A WHOLESOME AND HEALTHFUL We are the world’s large: prize winning grown Also high class Bird Dogs. Broke 
i MEAT FIBRINE” BISCUIT FOR hite dogs at sensible prices. and al 
SS ae Site AMO ENE EO Address: MRS. ANNIE and unbroke. Special Summer list free. 
SPRATT'S PATENTLT'D “3'75 ot Sn Blue Ridge Farm Kennels 
NEWARK,N.J. SAMPLES Sinahaastea, feo oui Higdons Store, Ga. 
'] 
; “Why Not Be Di Least?” 
ot be UViscreet at Least: 
’ 
In the September Harper’s Bazar 
ADY WARWICK, in contrasting the morals of to-day with the morals of 
>? é PB, 
yesterday, by no means joins the conventional chorus which condemns so 
— blatantly the younger generation. But she does rather favor those days when 
Edward the Seventh ruled English society with a strict rod. His command was not 
so much, “Do not sin!” as “Do not let your sin be known!” No wonder a divorce 
meant social suicide! 
It is a very charming picture she gives of the man who in his day, as the Prince 
of Wales was just as beloved as the present Prince of Wales. A most delightful 
article this. Be sure to read 









































LADY WARWICK 
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H arpers Basar 
SOc 


Of IN PARIS. 


The First Definite News 
of Fall Fashions 


Baron de Meyer’s intimate knowledge of the 
Paris salons is never more valuable than at this time 
of year when the new fashions for fall are in the 
making. The portals of the great Parisian couturiers 
are guarded more carefully than the doors of a 
Treasury but you may be sure that Baron de Meyer 
will tell us in September all there is to be told, as 
yet, about new Paris fashions. There will also be 
the reports from the Paris offices of Harper’s 
Bazar. And, of course, everything new that the 
Fifth Avenue shops are showing. 


N SALE at all good newsdealers on August 31st, including a liberal supply at your 


favorite summer resort—that is, liberal at first. Be sure to get your copy early. 


And Fiction for the Last 
Warm Summer Days 


A secluded chair on a cool verandah, a long cool 
drink at one’s elbow—and the September Harrer’s 
Bazar in one’s hands. 
enow! First, there are the innumerable illustra- 
tions to be looked over. Then, settling down 
to reading, the continuation of Struthers Burt’s 
novel; the conclusion of Cosmo Hamilton’s; a love 
story by Dana Gatlin; Lady Warwick’s article; 
a rather sophisticated tale of the movies, and a 
story by Alfred Noyes, the famous English poet 
satirizing modern poetry. 


Surely, that is Paradise 























SCHOOLS 































































































Foreign 
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New iaihias Girls 
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FRANCE 
SWITZERLAND 
ITALY 


your children the advan- 
tages of a European trip. If 
unfamiliar with the Schools, we 
hall be glad to help you make 
a selection. Our own repre- 
sentative is now visiting foreign 
hools. For information write 
Harper’s Bazar School Depart- 
ment, 119 West 4oth Street, 
New York. 


Give 











MISS MACLEAN’S 
Paris School for American Girls 
51 Avenue Marceau Paris, France 
Number of pupils limited to 
residence and study in 

For catalog address: 
KELLOGG 
New York City 


Eighth year. 
eight. 6 me mntt 1s’ 
Paris. 2 months’ travel. 

Miss C. 
20 East 55th Street 











LES TOURELLES (fRussets 

hrs. from Paria) 
$1700, passage included. E xceptional oppor 
tunity for restricted number of girls to sail in 
Sept. Regular & special courses. Sports, Travel 
Summer vacation trip. Diplomatic references 
For information write Harper's Pazar School Dept 














The Fontaine School fa NXE 
Study and travel. Culture. Finishing and College 
Preparatory courses. Trips. Sports. Resident and 
Day Students. Address Director, Miss Marie-Louise 
Fontaine, Cannes, France. During July and 
Aug. care Women's ( ‘ity Club, 22 Park Ave., N.Y.C 








Lausanne(Switzerland) Languedoc 


established in 1901. 


Boarding School for girls, 
; Fine Arts, Sciences. 


Languages, especially French. 


Sports all y 
$120. Miss E. PELLATON 


Fee for three months, 


CHATEAU DE GROSLAY (S.-0.) 


near Paris. A _ high-class finishing school for 
French and Foreign girls. Magnificent residence. 
Large park, 20 minutes from gare du Nord by 
train, 30 by car. Its Paris Branch, 


RIBERA 


Ribera (XVie). Comfortable priv ate 
garden. Thorough French studies. 
travelling. Write for prospectus te 
adame Benasson-Marignac, 
37 Rue Ribera Paris, France 


MADAME REY’S HOME SCHOOL 
28 Rue La Fontaine Auteuil-Paris (France) 
Tel. Auteuil 43.36 
Unusual opportunities for American girls. Dur- 
ing the war, Miles. Rey taught for 5 years in two 
of the leading Eastern Schools of the U.S. Refer. 
Mile. Rey, Farmers’ Trust Co., 475-5th Ave., N.Y.C. 





37 Rue 
house, 
sightseeing, 











[EUROPEAN Art, History, Language, Music 
TRAVEL b cultural centers of Europe. 
WITH Three or ‘six months, sailing Oct., 

an., y.(RoundtheW orld1925.) 





TUTORS Miss Eviz 
(Wells), M.A. (Johns 
Maryland. Fifth season 


ABETH PERSONS, B.A 
Hopkins), pre 











Ario School Rome 
Boys 12 and over. Travel combined with study 
Preparation for college or business. Personal at 
tention to individual needs of students. . 
BAnaY Ph.D. (Johns Hopkins), Head Master 
. J. Peto, A.M. (Harvard), Director. 

Commerciale Italiana, Rome, Italy, or 
Harper's Basar School Dept., New York City. 











vides an_ ideal 


The School 


and simplicity. 





11 EAST 5ist STREET, 











Y combining the most 


sive methods of education, the 
cultural advantages of New York, 
and the popular forms of outdoor 


recreation, the Gardner School pro- 
basis of education. 
home — just 
Avenue — is distinctive for its beauty 
Courses for all ages. 
Sixty-seventh year. 


MISS ELTINGE and MISS MASLAND, Principals 
NEW YORK ¥f 


progres- 





off Fifth 














Seymour Srhool 
‘Education 


57 West 48th St., N. Y. 
Winter session opens October Ist 








Institute of Musical Art 

Endowed. All branches of music. Important 
addition to Piano Faculty, CARL FRIEDBERG. 
Catalo FRANK DamroscH, Director. 
120 Claremont Ave., Cor. 122nd St., New York 





Social Motive School 


College Preparatory or special High 
School courses for girls. Kinder- 
garten and elementary for girls 
and boys. Small classes’ with 
emphasis on personal attention. 


MISS BENTLEY, Prin., 526 W.114th St., N.Y. City 


The Commonwealth School 


Subjects. 








Of Home Making and Community 
Regular and part time courses. 
Box B, 136 E. 55th St., New York City 








New York Schools 
of Music and Arts 
150 Riverside Drive 


All Branches of Music 
and the Arts taught 


DORMITORIES IN BUILDING 


























Secretarial, 






The Advantages of City and Country Combined 


THE SEMPLE SCHOOL 
Grris’ Day AND BOARDING SCHOOL 
The School buildings areopposite New York’s 

most picturesque spot—Central Park. 
It is the aim of the School to broaden the 
intelligence, 
insure the happiness of each student. 


College Preparatory, Post graduate. 

Domestic Science, Languages, 

Costume Designing and Interior Decoration. 
Mrs. T. Darrington Semple, Pria.. Box B. 241-242 Central Park West, N Y. - C 


inculcate social graces and 


Special and Finishing courses. 
Art, Music, Dramatic Art. 























Chaperonage Homes 








LYCEE JACCARD sovs 


Lausanne (Switzerland) 
Preparation for American College and Uni- 
versity Examinations. Business Course. 
Languages. Summer Course. Best equipped 
school in the country. Organized Athletics. 

Write 


Donald Unger, Secretary 











Tutoring 











PRIVATE TUTOR 


Elementary and College Preparatory Branches— 


Modern and Classical Languages. Endorsed by 
leading schools of the city. Mrs. H. D. ROBERTS, 
62 West 84th St., New York City. Schuyler 3822. 


. 
Teasdale Residence 
For Young Women and Girl Students 
326 West 80th Street Riverside Drive, N.Y. 
French Telephone: Schuyler 7724 Booklet 


Chaperonage Open all year 
European trip 


Attractibe Pew Bork Home 
FOR A FEW GIRL STUDENTS 
Write for information to Miss M. C. Belden 
391 West End Ave., New York City 


Near Riverside Drive 
Telephone Schuyler 1131 


A STUDENT HOME 


Are you looking for a place to live while 
studying in New York? comfortable home 
in a convenient location? Write to Harper's 
Bazar School Dept., 119 W. 4oth St., N. Y. C. 





Chaperonage 








Wrs. Boswell’s Residence 


344-346 W. 84th St., at Riverside Drive, New York 

A delightful home for girls attending any school, 

college wo studio for long or short periods. Elective 
chapero ae. venth Year. Catalogue. 

Tel. PSchuy er 3106. Open all year. 








FRENCH HOME SCHOOL 


Planned exclusively for girls 
studies in New York. 
ties for French. 
MIS> MACINTYRE or MLLE. TALGUEN 
320 West 107th St., New York City 
Riverside Drive 


ursuing special 
Exceptional opportuni- 





: : ; 
Miss M. Hourigan’s School 
Degrees from Royal Conservatories of 

Brussels and London 

Music, French, Arts. Gppertunitics for special 

study. haperonage Supervision 
Tel. Rhinelander 0493 

6 East 76th St., New York City 


























FRANCAISE 


French School where 

American girls, without 
crossing the ocean, can 
tind a real Parisian home 

witia complete educa- 
tion. Classes conduct- 











Italian, Spanish, 
Music, Art, 
Dancing, etc. 

















N.Y. Cit 


Overlookin: 
.. Central Par 


12East 95th St. § 
y 













ti DI | 
' The SCOVILLE 
SCHOOL 


1006 FIFTH AVENUE 
NEW YORK CITY 


Opp. Art Museum 
and Central Park 


Boarding and Day School 
for Girls 


Full preparatory and advanced studies. 
College preparation. tt, Music, 
Interior Decoration, Dramatic Art, 
Languages and Practical courses. Indi- 
vidual care and supervision. For 
catalogue address 


Miss Rosa B. CuisMan, Principal. 
OA MN My 
THE VELTIN SCHOOL 


y School for Girls. 

College Preparatory and General Courses. 
Conveniently reached from all parts of the city. 
Outdoor playground. 

160-162 West 74th Street, New York. 


The Scudder School 


West Seventy-second Street at Riv ae | pune, 
New York. 7 buildings; 200 studen nusual 
practical courses. (A) SELECT HIGH SCHOOL 
—Preparatory and general. (B) POST GRAD- 
UATE—1. Domestic Science and Home Manage- 
ment; l-year course with diploma. 2. re- 
tarial; includes Spanish, French, Library Meth- 
ods, ete. 3. Welfare and Community 
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rvice: training for compensated or volunteer 
work. Classroom instruction and actual field work. 
G swimming, etc. Dormitories like 


Address Miss H. B. Scudder, 

New York City, N. Y., 244 W. 72d St. 

CUDDE _ DAY SCHOOL 
Boys an Girls 

We first one “he child and then teach 

the child to study. Supervised play 2 to 

5 P. M. each school day; all day Saturday. 

Boarding Department for 10 students. 


Miss Edna B. epeck ks, 201 Woot! Tist St., N.Y. 
Endic 


THE BROWNSON SCHOOL 


Private School for Catholic Girls 
Resident and Day Pupils 
French the language of the house 
Mrs. ATwoop VIOLETT 


22-24 East 91st Street New York 


THE FINCH SCHOOL 


61 East 77th Street New York City 


A Boarding and Day School for Girls, emphasizing 
post-graduate work. 


ymnasium, 
college life. 

















Mrs. Smith and Miss Gray’s 
School for Girls 


Elective courses or collegiate work. Music, 
Art, Languages, French conversation, English 
Literature, the Drama. Small group, ages 

to 21; careful supervision. Residence 
school in beautiful suites at The Wyoming 
Apartments, 7th Avenue and 55th St., New 
York City. ' For catalog, address during sum- 
wer, Miss Gray, 1353 North Ave., Elizabeth, 











Teachers’ Agencies 











THE FISK TEACHERS’ AGENCY 


ffers unparalleled service. Nearly every 
pn ae school in America has employed 
teachers on our recommendation 


Cc. S. CROSMAN, 225 FIFTH AVE., N. ¥. 

















Be. Dae 





if 








17 


These _Schools Will Gladly Send Lhd. Illustrated Literature 
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CY dice 


NEW YORK 


j MRS. DOW’S SCHOOL, BRIARCLIFF MANOR, 
A PROGRESSIVE SCHOOL FOR THE MODERN GIRL 


Music Department 


: Mr. Ossip Gabrilowitsch, Artistic Adviser 
= Mrs. Florence M. S. Gilbert, Director 


= THE BRIARCLIFF FEATURES 


Art Department 


Mrs. EDITH COOPER HARTMAN, B. S$ 
George W. Bellows, N. A., Director 


Principal 





Mr. 


THE BRIARCLIFF IDEAL 











Outdoor life with supervised athletics. 


College Preparation. Junior Department. 
Home Efficiency and Postgraduate courses. 
Music and Art with New York advantages. 


Spoken French, English and Spanish. 


A girl at home in the world of nature, art and 
science, with clear vision, breadth of thought, 
and grace of manner, equipped to meet life’s 


demands, whether in home making, in social 


service or in the world of affairs. 
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Under personal supervision of Mrs. Merrill. A Country School for Girls 
» Orienta Point, Box B, Mamaroneck, N. Y. Fifeen ants freee FN Gaels 
i Th h 5 teenton vio + "all Women’s 
ir > oroug i 
“ : Ossining School for Girls Colleges. jGeneral Courses, Art, Music. 
" : 5° . . Riding included in tuition ariety of sports 
We offer with diploma, Academic, College Prepara- : 
. Hi hl d M n tory, Art, Music, Dramatics, Secretarial and Heme Fume Pa Turnbach, A.B. Pg = X.Y 
ad Making Courses. Separate school for young girls “ sied _— eee 
y | ig an anor In beautiful Westchester, 30 miles from New York. 
T Box B, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York 55th year. Address Clara c. Fuller, Prin., Box 8B, 
“ Telephone, Tarrytown 150 Ossining-on-Hudson, New York. s ‘ ; Cc th d l Sch I f Sai t M 
B The strength of this non-sectarian, country assar Preparatory 
boarding school lies in the character of its girls, ANDR E BROOK PUTNAM HALL School athedra 001 0 ain ary 
. ability of its faculty, progressive methods and A School for a small group of giris in the historic Prepares for all colleges. All OUt-OF nee SDONsS- | Garden City, Long Island, N. Y. 
L breadth of curriculum. Primary, Intermediate, tudson Valley. Delightful country home with all Campus so over four acres. A come school in : j 
3 | eee = Ig College Preparatory, Posteraduate: New York City advantages. Write for illustrated | ty a: a Reg os — rr. BS Prince al | School for Girls, 22 miles from New 
- branches. Home- making, Kindergarten Traln- cireular. a aii ii Cima : Box 803, Poughkeepsie, N. Y York. College preparatory and general 
r. Associated with’ Highland stale Gaade te Andrébrook, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, New York. courses. Catalog on request. Box B. 
Girls, South Naples, Maine. i 
* ° MISS MIRIAM A. BYTEL, P ipal 
; EUGENE H. LEHMAN, Director Montemare School for Girls L edt 
4 Lake Placid Club, N. Y. Miami Beach, Florida HEWLETT SCHOO DREW SEMINARY 
Every day for out-of-doors. All sports. College White's Lane, Cedarhurst, L. I., N. Y. The Carmel School for Girls on beautiful Lake 
preparatory and academic course. U: ——— plan of Glenelas ae satuen totes Stecr eeks — ie = : 
study. Entri ance ony time. Addre: Twenty miles from New_York City. Day and rleneida, 9 miles fro! ew xork. 6 cet ele- 
e as © NNA A. RY A.B., Headmistress, boarding school for girls. Primary through college bhemaiot Rf - ~~ —- ~ a ee 
" f > t t reneré 8 \ rses. Separate 
A Mise Mason's School Lake Piac cid Club, "New York pees SOener See We ee ee Junior Behool.) Athletics. 58th year. Moderate 
 - charges or catalog address 
5 at for Girls Dr. CLARENCE P. MCCLELLAND, President, 
Box 942, Tarrytown-on-Hudson. New York Box 502, Carmel, N. Y 
r | 
Miss Goldsmith's School for Girls. 18 acres, in 
SCHOOL FOR GIRLS heart of Finger Lake Region. College Preparatory, 
COLLEGE FOR WOMEN Gonseat sate — ad P mene = | poncctorin 
° Chartere he work. ramatics. Music. Supervised athletics. 
State of Rew York with power tw conter degrees. Catalog. Address Principal Walleourt School, 
Write for Catalogue to The Reverend Mother. urora-on-Cayuga, N.Y. 
Tarrytown-on-Hudson New York COOPERSTOWN, N. Y. 
— 1: LANNE RNR PENN NRE 
A School of American Ideals in a Country ! 
° : of American Traditions E New York—Co-ed. 
Ursuline Academy Prepares girls for leading colleges or special Hage - shools. [a sdisatinaie 
Advanced two years’ cultural courses for girls not wishing to 
enter college. Lower school for girls 10 to 13 years, comprising For the Younger Child 
A convent school with Junior High School work. Modern fire-praof building and iexeaiian aicenthanel oteemtcaea. 
cme ama” posenetion. new gymnasium. All popular athletics, Horseback riding. Winter Home in,Stamford, Conn. 
Two hours from New ” Golftcoutse nearby. \'Waintersports. » Address Summer: CateRiil’ Mountains. 
= 7 Miss AGNES KING INGLIS 
pa ag MRS. RUSSELL HOUGHTON, Box B, Cooperstown, N.Y Miss ELEANOR W. Foster, M.A. 
courses from kinder. 
garten to final prepara- Vassar Coolege Club, 132 E. 57th St., N. Y. 
tion for college. A 
courses leading to di- . = ° 
ploma in music, modern The Wylie School of Individual Instruction 
bs ay “Floseback riding A Select Co-educational Day School 
and all athletics. Sum- For elementary, high school, college students 
j mer Camp ASS AW AGH - and adults. Academic and college preparation. 
KEMECK, undersame Cultural courses. Business and Economic 
y management, July 2nd courses. One teacher to one pupil, Individual 
1 to Sept. Ist. programmes. Two years in one. Entrance 
any time. Open all the year. 
° URSULINE SISTERS ELIZABETH R. WYLIE, Prin 
Box B, Middletown, New York 83 Park Ave., New York City—V. anderbilt 4984 
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It Is 


a Mark of Distinction _t 














New York Boys 


- Cee oe et 









w (rymnasium 
a 





growing, working, playing, living. 
into the workshop and the outdoors. 


Portion of athletic field 


Where training goes 


Primary 





to another. Lower 


School 05. 


tobogganing, skiing. 
football, tennis, hockey. 
roundings, 


Write 


work and play. 


through college 
the New York State Board of Regents. 
Small class groups insuring practically individual atten- 
tion and enabling boys to pass sensibly from one group 


School 


A location admirably adapted to the school’s needs— 
500 acres of lake, mountains, 
Active outdoor life with swimming, canoeing, 
Group sports—baseball, basketball, 
In fresh air and healthful sur- 
each boy’s day has its just proportion of study, 


RAYMOND RIORDON, 


GChe Raymond Riordon School 


oO Advertise in Harper’s Bazar 





Main building off to right 


of bungalow above 


WHERE BOYS LEARN TO DO BY DOING 


A Boys’ School in the Hills of Ulster County, New York, planned for boys—for learning, 


beyond the classroom and text-book 


Where each boy is a busy, cheerful citizen of a democratic 
community and takes his share of personal responsibility for its welfare. 


preparatory. Certified by 
Business course. 


35, Upper 


accommodates 


farm and orchards. 
skating 


woods, 




















Highland, New York 





Also write 


for booklet describing the school's camp, 


Camp Wilderness—a base camp at Horseshoe, N. Y., for 
younger boys and a Mounted Unit for older boys. 








PEEKSKILL ACADEMY 


A military school with a fine record for scholarship 
See certificate privileges Upper school for 
boys 14-19; Lower %-13. 90th year 
‘ BUCHER, A.M., CHARLES A. ROBINSON, 
Pu D., Prins., Box K6, Peekskill, N. Y 
CHOOL 


AWLING fon’ boys 


Dr. Frederick L. Gamage, Headmaster 
Pawling New York 








STONY BROOK 


A School for Boys that For catalog, 
is distinctly Christian. Address The Principal, 
Race $850. Box B, Stony Brook, N.Y 





[RVING 





SCHOOL for Boys 


Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. 

25 miles from New York, in the beautiful, historic 
“Irving country. 87th year 32 years under 
present Head Master. Extensive grounds. Mod 
ern and complete equipment Prepares for all 
colleges and technical schools. Athletic Field 
Gymnasium. Swimming Pool. Address 

v. J. M. Furman, L.H.D., Head Master, Box 913 








SCHOOLS on the HUDSON 


High in the hills on the banks of a beau- 


titul river, in one of the most pictur- 
esque, historic sections of America. 
Schools with new equipment, yet old 
raditions—in the open country, 


Within 2 hours of New York City 


Write HARPER’S BAZAR 
119 West 40th St. New York City 














THE STONE SCHOOL 


On Storm King Mountain. 50 Miles from New York 
4 progressive College Preparatory school Attrac 
tive Outdoor Life. Catalog and book of views on 


request Alvan E. Duerr, Headmaster 
Y. 


Cornwall-on-Hudson, N. 





WOODLAND SCHOOL 


Boys 8 to 18. In Catskills, 1500 ft. elevation 
Ideal for developing strong, manly boys, preparing 
for college or life. Skiing, snow-shoeing, skating 
Athletics. Modern buildings 315 acres 
Erwin S. Spink, A.B., Headmaster, Phoenicia,N.Y. 





Clason Military Academy 

A Catholic High School and U nited States 
Government R. Unit and Members 
pod Kad of Military Schools and 
Colleges of the United States Conducted 
by the Brothers of the Christian Schools. 
Meets the requirements of the Rege 
University of the State of New York. 
classed as an essential Military School, the 
scholastic work always takes precedence 
Military and Athletic preferences are depend- 
ent on Academic standing. 

Spacious grounds, delightfully situated on 
Long Island Sound. 


Rev. Brother A. Jerome, Director 


Clason Military Academy, Bronx, New York City 
Telephone, Westchester 3070 


















A Boarding School for boys, 
KOHU Tevsbasizine character build- | 


ing, sound scholarship, phys- 
15th year. On Post Road, 

Address H. J. Kugel, 
(Westchester Co.), New York. 


ical development. 
22 milesfrom N. Y. City. 
I 





Harrison 


ST. PAUL’S 


A Boarding School for Boys. 40 minutes from 
New York. For catalogue address 
WALTER R. MARSH, Headmaster, 
158 Stewart Ave., Garden City, L. I., N 





St. James, Long Island 
50 miles from New York. North Shore Sound. 
100 acres field and woodland. All year — 
happy, outdoor life for boys under Tt 
individual teaching. Training for C hnristian Manli- 
ness. J. A. SNELLGROVE, Director. 





for fifty boys, 8to 16. Beauti 
Kyle School ful location. 22 miles from New 
York. 33rd year. First prize winner competitive 
military drill, 7 71st armory, N.Y. Fine athletic field 
—outdoor gym. “Your school looks so homelike”’— 
visitor's expression. Summer Camp in the Catskills. 
Dr. PAUL KYLE 


Box B ire ington-on-Hudson,New York. 








A SCHOOL 


Cornwall-on-Hudson 


New York 








New York MILITARY ACADEMY 


OF DISTINCTION 


Brig. Gen. M. F. Davis 
U.S. A., Supt. 















The 
Cascadilla Schools 


College Preparatory School for Boys 


a teeny Ko Specializing in College or 
University preparation 

| Small classes. Individual 
attention. Ath- 

letics. Complete 
navy outfit for 
well known 

School crews. 
Limited _enroll- 
ment. Healthful- 
ly and beautifully 
located above Itha- 
ca and Lake Cayuga. 
Graduates certified to 
higher institutions ad- 

mitting on certificate. 
Apply now for 1923. 

Special Tutoring School, beginning October, end- 
ing July. High-grade instruction in all preparatory 
subjects Experienced faculties for all Schools. 
Write for catalogs. 












F. B. Chamberlin, Director, Box 150, Ithaca, N. Y. j 


| 








LIu 


SAINT JOHN’S SCHOOL, MANLIUS 
College Preparatory 


Among the hills. 11 miles from 
Syracuse. Elaborate equipment. 
A happy school life, with well- 
ordered recreation and athletics. 

Essentially a college preparatory 
school. Graduates now attending 
51 colleges. Military feature se- 
cures precision and promptitude. 

Business course. Also Junior School 
for boys 10to14. 35 years under 
oe management. Catalog. 


General William Verbeck 
President 
Box 128, Manlius, 























! 








New Jersey—-Boys 











Squarehouse at Saint James | P EDDIE Scheal fon Boys 


Thorough development of mind and body to- 
gether. Peddie graduates enter college ready to 
take high places in classrooms and _ athletics. 
Study hours supervised by experienced teacher. 
Athletics for every boy. Gymnasium and swim- 
ming pool. 60-acre campus. Lower school for 
boys 10-14. 58th year. Booklet. Address 


ROGER W. SWETLAND, LL.D., Headmaster 
Box 8B, Hightstown, N. J. 
Summer Session July 9-Aug. 31 








BLAIR ACADEMY 


A REAL BOYS’ SCHOOL 
General education and college preparation 
Separate Lower School For catalog address 
John C. Sharpe, LL.D., Headmaster, 
Box Z Blairstown, N. J. 





BORDENTOWN MUTA 
INSTITUTE 
Thorough preparation for college or business. 
Efficient faculty, small classes, individual atten- 
tion. Boys taught how tostudy. Supervised ath- 
letics. 38th year. Catalogue, Cou. T. Y, * eee 
Principal ped Commandant, Drawer (¢ 
BORDENTOWN-ON-THE-DELAW ARE: RH. . 





Roosevelt Military Academy 
Perpetuates the vigorous ideals and robust Ameri- 
canism of Theodore Roosevelt. Strong outdoor 
life: progressive cnrriculum. Fit boys for leadership. 
Senior and Junior Schools. Fall Term September 
26th. Catalog. John B. Carrington, Headmaster, 
West Englewood, N. J. 





NEWTON ACADEMY, °° "intittary country 


school for 50 boys. Ages 10 to 17 pre- 
ferred. 2 hours from N. Y. city in Northern N. J. 
Beautiful, high, healthful location. 1000 ft. ele- 
y . Thorough preparation. Home care. In- 
dividual attention. Discipline kind but firm. 
Horses and ponies for boys’ use. Gymnasium. 
All eporss. eee rates. Catalog. 
Philip S. Wilson, A.M., Principal. 
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Consult This _Directory for _the Best. Schools for Your Children 











New Jersey—Boys 




















MIND 
P 
r EF: 
ul a 
= w 
our Square|_BOOY | Training | 





PENNINGTON 


FOR BOYS & YOUNG MEN 


Preparation for college, technical schools | 
and business; 4-square training produces | 
fine manly character. Modern equip- | 
ment; gymnasium and swimming pool; | 
85th year. Located between New York 
and Philadelphia. Junior boys’ school. 
Write for “The Pennington Idea.’ 


FRANCIS HARVEY GREEN, A.M., Litt.D. 
Headmaster } 


Box 30 Pennington, N. J. 














Te PRINCETON 
TUTORING SCHOOL 


Long record of unusual success 
Preparing Boys for College. 
Distinctive methods. No cramming. 
Faculty of long experienced and successful masters. 
Send for interesting new booklet of particulars. 


JOHN G. HUN, “Edge Hill,” Princeton, New Jersey 





Princeton Preparatory School 
B. FINE, Headmaster 

Preparation . all colleges. Rapid progress 
Limited number of pupils and freedom from rigid 
class organization. Excellent equipment. 8S 
attention to athletics and moral welfare. 
year. For catalogue address the REGISTRAR, 
Box E, PRINC ETON, N. J. 





The young boys’ school —7 to 15. 


Modified military training and dis- 
cipline, just enough to inculcate habits 
of obedience, orderliness, cleanliness and 


FREEHOLD tiv SCHOOL 


self-reliz ance. The school with the per- 
sonal touch. 42 miles from New York, oe ates 
from P *hiladelphia. For catalog, addre: 


Major Chas. M. Duncan, Box 72, Freehold, N. J. 





WENONAH MILITARY ACADEMY 


2 miles from Philadelphia. Teachers of experience 
and character prepare for college and_ business, 
Sound principles of teaching—emphasizing HOW 
to study. Special school for Juniors. 
ajor Snyder, Superintendent 
Box 442, Wenonah, New Jersey 











patie 





New Jersey—Girls 








A COUNTRY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


Near Philadelphia and New York 


College Preparatory, General and 
Post Graduate Courses. 

Music, Art, Domestic Science and 
Secretarial Courses 

Gymnasium and outdoor sports, 
including horseback riding. | 

Catalog and Book of Views on re- 
quest 


MRS. JOHN FEARNLEY, Principal 
Box 418 Burlington, New Jersey 














KENT PLACE | 


SUMMIT, N. J. 20 Miles from New York 
A Country School for Girls 

College Preparatory and Academic 
MRS. SARAH WOODMAN PAUL } 0 
MIss ANNA S. WOODMAN j Principals 


Courses. 





MISS BEARD’S SCHOOL for GIRLS 


A country school, 13 miles from New York. College 


Preparatory, Advanced Courses. Junior High 
School. Music, Art, Domestic Science. Supervised 
physical work in gymnasium and field. Catalogue 


Lucie C. BEARD, Headmistress, Orange, N. J. 








St. JOHN BAPTIST SCHOOL 


For Girls. Terms, $750.00. 
U — the charge of the Sisters of 
eo Baptist (Episcopal) 
catalog address 
Sister Superior, Ralston (near Morristown), N. J. 





THE PARSONS SCHOOL CAMP 
Groton Long Point, Conn. 
LY AND AUGUST. 

Beautiful canak location. Best food and care, 
unusual advantages. Family group, children and 
young girls. Enroll for all or part of season. For 
further particulars address 
H. Grace Parsons, Box B, Essex Fells, N. J. 


rly 





AN 





or daughter. 
dering what to do this 
ments in this 
glad to send you detailed 


119 West 40th Street 


INVITATION 


T is not too late to select a good School for your son 
Or even for 


Directory carefully. The 
information about the courses. 
If you find it difficult to make a choice, won’t you let me 
help you find the right school? 


Kenneth N. Chambers, Director 
HARPER’S BAZAR SCHOOL BUREAU 


yourself if you are won- 
Fall. Study the announce- 
Schools will be 


Address your letter to 


New York City 
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New J vate 
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Miss Gildner’s 


For Girls 12 and over 





Princeton School 


Country Boarding and Day Students 
College preparation; advanced college entrance 


courses. Music, art, dancing, expression, dram: itics, secretaryship, domestic 
science. Individual attention. 
Secluded situation of unusual beauty, mile from town; on 
extensive estate of 57 acres; private lake, athletic field. 
Miss Laura B. Gildner, A.M., Director, Princeton, N. J. 
All Sports Abundant 
including outdoor 
riding life 


Princeton, N. J. 


: general, special, graduate 








St. Mary’s Hall 














SCHOOL 


DW IGH FOR GIRLS 


Rocmmmnanted by the leading colleges for COLLEGE 
PREPARATION. 


SPECIAL FINISHING COURSES 
Adequate Departments for French, Spanish, 
German, English, Art, Physical Education, 
Domestic Science, Music and Expression. 
Athletics, Riding 


Gymnasium, Tennis, 
Spacious Grounds for Games 


Alumnae cordially recommend Dwight be- 
cause of the spirit which it inculcates: 
Frankness, Self-Control, Service. 
Write for illustrated catalog telling of the 
life of the school. References on request. 
MISS E. S. CREIGHTON, Principal 
ENGLEWOOD NEW JERSEY 





**A Good School for Girls’ 


Close, personal touch and instruction for 
each girl. Thorough college preparation. 
Six diploma courses. Fine democratic 
spirit, sensible dress regulations, happy 
school life. Beautiful hill country near 
New York. soacres. Gymnasium. Swim- 
ming pool. soth year. 

ROBERT J. TREVORROW, President 
Box 43 Hackettstown, N. J. 


CENTENARY COLLEGIATE 
INS#FITUTE 














Pennsylvania— Boys 











SWARTHMORE schididi FOR°8S 
SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
Prepares for college or life's work. Inculcates 
*““man-making’’ qualities. Fine academic and ath- 
letic spirit. Spacious grounds, modern buildings. 
Junior Dept. for boys 10 to 13. Write for catalog. 
W. P. TOMLINSON, M.A., Box 24, Swarthmore, Pa. 








Pennsylvania—Boys 


| CHESTNUT mm] || 


Academy 


A school for boys located in the 
country, yet only 11 miles from Phila- 
delphia. Full preparation for college 
entrance. Boarding department limit- 
ed to 1oo. Small classes. Complete 
| athletic equipment. Athletic _ fields, 

gymnasium, §80-ft. swimming pool. 
Recreation building containing indoor 
tennis court and baseball cage. 40 
tennis courts available. Athletic train- 
ing required for every boy. Address 
T. R. HYDE, M.A, (Yale University), Headmaster 
Box 13, Chestnut Hill Academy, Chestnut Hill, Pa. | 
een 



































Pennsylvania—Boys 


Nazareth Hall 


MILITARY ACADEMY 


Established 1743 








College Preparatory, Business 
and General Courses. 

Separate Junior Department 
for boys from 9 to 12 years. 

Military system throughout 
the school. Room Companies, 
supervised by instructors. 

All athletics coached. Gym- 
nasium, swimming pool, fine 
athletic field, winter sports. A 
week in camp, with full equip- 
ment. “The school of the 
square deal,” 

Emphasis upon moral de- 
velopment and honor, as well as 
scholastic progress. 

Three hours from New York 
or Philadelphia. 


Address 


Rev. A. D. Thaeler, D.D. 
Box 50 Nazareth, Pa. 














AYNE .. PENNA. 
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Large enough to stimulate competition in 
scholarship, athletics and other school activities. 
Small enough to secure individual attention in 
training for study, 
in physical development. 


and personal supervision 

Wholesome sincerity. 

Preparation for college by experienced instruc- 

tors. Extensive grounds, homelike buildings. 

Junior school for younger boys. 

CHARLES HENRY STROUT, A.M., Headmaster 
JESSE E. PHILIPS, A.M., Asso. Headmaster 


Wayne—on the Main Line—Penna. 








! % Vatn 3 
Building 





Founded 1787 


Box 408, LANCASTER, PA. 
all colleges and technical 
1000 boys to some 
Beautiful 


Prepares boys for 
schools. Entered about 


60 colleges in the last 25 years. 


elevated grounds. Fine school home. Mod- 
ern equipment. Thorough work. All student 
activities. Terms moderate. For catalog 


address 
EDWIN M. HARTMAN, A.M.,P4.D., Principal 














GETTYSBURG ACADEMY 
A finely equipped boarding school for 100 boys. 
Modern buildings comfortable and homelike 
Beautiful and healthful location near the moun- 


tains. Large athletic field. All sports. New 
Swimming pool. Separate Junior Dormitory, 
$375 to $450. 97th year opens Sept. 19th. 


REV. CHARLES H. Huser, Litt.D., Headmaster, 
Box A, Gettysburg, Pa 











BELLEFONTE ACADEMY 
BELLEFONTE, PA. 


118th year. Amidst hunt ting srounds and fishing 
streams teachers for 
Personal atpention, the 
to-date equi 
ball. foo all, ‘soccer fields, tennis courts, a - 
Concrete swimming pool and skating pond 
Golf links available, Catalog. s 
ughes, A.M., Princeton’85, Headmaster. 





Somes B. 











CARSON LONG INSTITUTE 
87th year. In the mountains, 5‘, hours from New 
York and 6 hours from Pittsburgh. Boys taught 


how to learn, how to labor, how to live. College 
preparatory. Separate Junior School. Military 
training. Supervised Study Hour. Individual 


Character Building Supreme. Terms, 


Instruction. 
$400. Box 15, New Bloomfield, Pa. 





HARSSSSURSG ACADEMY 
Senior and Junior Departm 
Modern, dividual instruction in peeve prepara- 
tory and general courses. New fireproof buildings 
with large sunny rooms. Cottage dormitory sys- 
tem. Athletic field. Moderate rates. 
Arthur E. Brown, Headmaster 
Box B, Harrisburg, Penna. 


Pennsylvania—Co-ed. 








Wyoming Seminary 


A co-educational school 
strong in character 


building. 


College Preparation, 
Business, Music, Art, 
Oratory and Home Eco- 
nomics. Gymnasium and 
Athletic field. 79th year. 
Endowed. Catalog. 


L. L. Sprague, D. D., L. H. D., Pres., Kingston, Pa 














Preparation for College a 
Strong courses 
Crafts, 
Swim- 


Dickinson Seminary. 
Specialty. Experienced teachers. 
in Business, Piano, Voice, Violin, Art, 
Expression. All sports. Athletic field. 
ming Pool. Gymnasiums. Co-educational. 
arate dormitories. High ideals. Rates $500. 

Pres., John W. Long, D.D., Box O, Williamsport, Pa. 
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Penemtente _Girls 











The HARCUM SCHOOL 


A delightful home school with em iph asis on college preparation. 
Special academic course for girls not going to college. Graduate course 

of two years for the high school graduate. Girls desiring to specialize in Music 
or Art are under the instruction of well-known artists. 





Beautifully located in a college town. New stone buildings, sunny rooms with 
private or connecting bath, large grounds. Hockey, tennis, basketball, riding. 
Write for Illustrated Catalog. Address Box B, Bryn Mawr, Pa. 

MRS. EDITH HATCHER HARCUM, B.L. (Pupil of Leschetizky) 
Head of the School 
MRS. L. MAY WILLIS, B.P., Principal 














TEMPLE UNIVERSITY 


H I G H LAN D H ALL | Broad Gerace below Berks, Patedsighia, Pa. 
Telephone, Diamond 063 
Founded 1867 College of Liberal Arts and Sciences. Teachers 
PREPARES GIRLS FOR ALL COLLEGES College. School of Commerce. 
Modern Educational Standards, Unusual Equipment Professional Schools—Theology, Law, Medi- 
Spacious Buildings, Abundant Outdoor Life Sch -. 5 mae Dentistry, Chiropody. 
1 Pri i 1, H ii P. " School 0 Tusic. 

Miss Elton C. Keates, Principe SETI R, Fe Summer Session of the College, the Teachers 
College, the School of Commerce and the 
School of Musie opens July 2, 1923. 

Send for Bulletin. 

















DARLINGTON -£2¥2¢04 U2 

For Young Women | 
Develops personality, vitality, efficiency. Sixty- 
acre estate. Personnel Engineering, Secretarial, | 
Domestic Science, Physical Education, Cultural a " 
Arts and College Preparatory courses. All sports Select your School from a recommended list 
Gymnasium, swimming pool. Catalog The best are here. If you desire additional 
Christine F. Bye, Prin., Box 622, West Chester, Pa. | information, write Harper’s Bazar School De 


School Information 


partment, 119 West 40th Street, New York. 











Bishopt sore Wanor 


Jfountain fill Bethlehem Pennsylvania. 





Offers exceptional opportunities to a High healthful lo« _ on on the slope 
limited number of girls in their prepa- of = e Lehigh Moun Near to 
ration for college or for social or busi- New York and Ph il vdel ID sida. Bishop 





ness life. “pe ial two-year finishing Ethelbert Talbot, Visitor. 
course for Ligh School graduates. 

J il advantages in Music, Art, New gy 
id Arts and Sciences. Arts and pool. Ten 





nasium and tiled swin 
nis basketbal l, skating, rid 
Aesthetic and Folk Dancing. 









Expression and _ Secretarial ing, etc. 
Address 
CLAUDE N. WYANT, Principal, Box 246 


peovesvecessesccaesesesee| 





A college with modern dor- | . jn . 

CEDAR CRES' mitories and equipment, ai- | Wilkesbarre Institute, Wilkesbarre, Pa. 
tractive suburban site, congenial campus life. De . . e 

‘ - “ ad A select school for girls, founded 1854. Boarding 
eee ont 8 —— Ben mS ‘Arts, ‘ 5 department limited to twenty girls, offers unusual 
Musie and Ex preamon, A.B. Accredited as" opportunity for special instruction preparatory to 
Courses. yy ress Wm. H. Curtis, Li D 'P entering college. For catalogue address Miss 
— , ©. Pa ee urtis, Litt. D., Presi- ANNA M. OLcorTtT, Principal, Box D 

. Pa. 

















66TH YEAR 
Oldest School for Girls in Philadelphia 


Junior College for High School Graduates yo —s 
Entrance examinations not required : 
College Preparatory and Academic School 


Conservatory of Music: Piano, voice, violin, harp. 
Vocational Courses: Secretarial, Home Economics. 





Piano Art Spanish 

Voice Expression French 

Violin Short Story Writing Domestic Science 

larp Interior Decoration Sewing 

Athletics: Horseback Riding: Swi ting; Basketball; £ 

Tennis; Coun Tramping: Dancing; Military Drill — - Z 




















Nary {yon School 


| A peeniget-we ‘D by leading women's colleges as a splendid prepara- 


tory school. In addition to regular preparatory studies, The Mary 
Lyon School has exceptional cultural and practical courses, also 
ine arts. 


Ideally located in a college town near Philadelphia. Country sur- 
roundings offer opportunity for healthful outdoor life and activities. New 
school building, gymnasium and swimming pool. Horseback ‘ idle. 
tennis, hockey, canocing. 
culture, delightful companionship, charming home- 


Democracy, 
Early application 


surroundings characterize school-days at Mary Lyon. 
advised. Catalog. 

Wildcliff—a separate graduate school—offers two years selective college 
and vocational courses. Seven Gables—the junior school—for girls 6-14. 
Write for catalog of either school. 


MR. and MRS. H. M. CRIST, Principals 
Box 1510, Swarthmore, Pa. 

















LINDEN HALL 


ar. 
vars famed Lancaster Co., iarden Spot of the 
College Preparatory, xeneral Academic, 
| Economics, Secretarial, Music, Art, Ex- 
pression. Courses for High School gr: ‘ome 
Separate Junior and Intermediate Depts. Gym 
nasium, Swimming Pool. Attractive, wholesome 
home life. Careful supervision. Catalog. Address 
F. W. STENGEL, D.D., Box 122, Lititz, Pa. 


chool for 100 Girls. 
Sth Yes 





sme 














eechwood ix. 


An established cultural and prac- 
ical school for young women. 
Faculty built by years of selection. 
Many graduates occupy positions 
of responsibility. 


EY ERY young woman should be trained 
for social power and individual effi- 
ciency. This is the aim of Beechwood. 
It combines the advantages of country 
and city training. Junior College De- 
partments. College Preparatory, Music, 
Art, Magazine Illustration, Design, Fashion 
Illustration, Physical Education, Expres- 
sion, Home Economics, Public School 
Music, Sec retaryship. Normal Gymnas- 
tics, Normal Kindergarten. Junior De- 
partment for girls under sixteen. Separate 
dormitory. Personal care. Large Faculty. 
Swimming Pool. Athletic Field. Gymna- | 
sium. Large new Pipe Organ. Rates mod- | 
erate. Catalog. Address 


Beechwood School Jenkintown, Pa. 
Suburb of Philadelphia 








Miss Sayward’s School 


In suburban Overbrook, just outside of 
Philadelphia, Miss § Sayward’s School, in its 
thirty-first year, continues to develop “a 
tured womanhood. Junior, Advanced, Col 
lege Preparatory,Secretarial, Post-G raduate 
departments, Art, Music, Expression, Do- 
mestic Science. Outdoor sports. Catalog. 
Address Dept. B 


MISS S. JANET SAYWARD, Principal 
Overbrook, Pa. 





























These Schools are known to Harper's Bazar, 
but if there is a question in your mind let us 


OGONTZ SCHOOL 


Founded 1850. A school for girls occupying an 
estate on the summit of Rydal Hills, 25 minutes 
from Phila. Illustrated booklet describing new 
building mailed on request. Rydal, Junior De- 
partment. Miss Abby A. Sutherland, Principal, 
Rydal, henngeeery County, Pa. 


The SCHOOL QUESTION 


answer it for you. Write to Harper’s Bazar, 
119 West goth St., New York. 








Miss S. Edna Johnston, A.B., Principal, Box B, Germantown, Philadelphia, Pa. | 





‘The Birmingham School 


For Giris Founded 1853 


Healthful, invigorating location in the Allegheny Mountains. School park 
land of roo acres. On Main Line Penna. R.R. Six modern home-like build- 
ings. Thorough preparation for college, entrance examinations held 
at school. Liberal courses 
for girls not going to college. 
Fine and Applied Arts, Do- 
mestic Science, Vocal and 
Instrumental Music. New 
$125,000 building. Gym- 
nasium, Swimming Pool, 
Athletic Training, Dancing. 
Illustrated Catalogue. 

E/if) ALVAN R. GRIER, President 


(C AN P. S. MOULTON, Headmaster 
Box 135, Birmingham, Penna. 















The Mountain School 














— fee) 
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Visit 


Harper’s 


21 


- 


Bazar School Bureau When in New York 











Pennsylvania—Girls 





New England—Boys 





be seven. 








Mrs. CASKIN’S.. 
Schoo for, Gills 
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— wie) L PREPARATORY 
J I JENE SOURSE 
« STIC ARTS 


THUEL “‘BURNHAM 








in 


PENN. HALL 


School for Girls 


Cw preparatory and Post Grad- 








uate courses. Home Economics. 

Music, Expression, Secretarial and 
Art. Strong faculty of College and Uni- 
versity graduates. Rooms in suites of 
two with bath between. 25-acre cam- 
pus. Golf, Swimming, Hockey, Tennis, 
Horseback Riding. May each year 
spent at Atlantic City—work not inter- 
rupted. Terms $800. Write for catalog. 
FRANK S. MAGILL, A.M., Principal 
Box H, CHAMBERSBURG, PENNSYLVANIA 


Cena eM 

















New England—Boys 











A SCHOOL for BOYS 
150 Boys, 15 Teachers 
A progressive school with eighty years 
of solid achievement behind it. 

Directed work and play. 


Preparatory for college or scientific 
school. 


Junior School for young boys. A distinct 
school in a building of its own. Home care, under 
Housemother. Headmaster and Special Faculty. 


Rates $550-$950 


ARCHIBALD V. GALBRAITH, Principal 
Box H, Easthampton, Mass. 




















& tt 


GcHOOL 


Farmington, Maine Founded 1844 
Formerly the famous Little Blue 


In healthful hills _of 
Rangeley Lake region. Ex- 
hilarating winter sports. 
Prepares limited number 
of boys for college or busi- 
ness. Intimate contact with 
earnest men. Well equipped. 
Rate $1200. 

Address the headmaster. 














aaa 


SCHOOL policy definitely planned for the individual. A flexible form 

system which meets the needs of each boy, and permits and encourages indi- 

vidual development. School life and athletics so organized that every student has 

active part in both. Separate school for younger boys under experienced masters. 

Two hundred acres of grounds, twenty buildings. Gymnasium and swimming pool. 
RAYMOND R. McORMOND, Headmaster 




















> RIDGEFIELD 


Ridgefield, Conn. A country school 
for boys from 12 to 18, in the high- 
lands of the Berkshires. 50 miles 
from New York City. 

Theodore C. Jessup, Headmaster 





THE MITCHELL SCHOOL 


A school that appeals to the American Boy and the 
discriminating parent. Exponents of clean sport, 
fair play, and thoro work. Jpper and lower school. 
ALEXANDER H. MITCHELL, Principal, 
Box K, Billerica, Mass. 








THE LITCHFIELD SCHOOL 
Prepares boys under fifteen for secondary schools 
Ideal location and equipment. Altitude 1200 feet. 
Sympathetic care. Winter 


Thorough instruction. 
sports. Horses and 
erences required. 
Headmaster, P. O 


ROXBURY 


A highly specialized type of preparatory school 
majoring three important features in a boy’s education 











1. Sound Instruction by Tutorial Method. 

Individual instruction or classes of two to five. Each boy’s program carefully 
studied and arranged to meet his needs. Rapid, thorough advancement. Years 
of success in college preparation. 

2. Supervised School Life. 


New England—Co-ed. 











GODDARD SEMINARY 





D ‘tories witk sside a : ae _ fi: . . A _ coeducational school in the heart of the Green 
ormitories with resident masters. 100 acres of campus and farm land. En- | Mountains. Incorporated 1863. College prepara- 
thusiastic school spirit and carefully directed activities. Welfare of each student | tory courses. Domestic Science. Excellent music 

| department. Commertial course. urge endow- 


ment permits $410 to cover a year's expenses. 
| | Write for booklet. 
| R. L. Davison, A.B., Principal, Barre, Vermont. 


zealously guarded. 
3. Organized Athletics. 

Every student incited to some form of physical training. 
nasium. Basketball, baseball, football; track, wrestling, tennis. 


Summer session for fall examinations. 


Skilled coaches. Gym- 
Saddle horses. 
Illustrated 





Boys enter at any time, 
catalog. 


ST. ELIZABETH-OF-THE-ROSES 
A Mother School 
Episcopal. Open all year. Children 3 to 12. One 


ROXBURY SCHOOL, Cheshire, Conn. hour from New York. Usual studies. Out-door 


A. N. Sheriff, M. A., Dean | sports. $600 covers expenses of School Year. 
| Mrs. W. B. STODDARD, Directress, 


Box B, Noroton, Conn. 























CUSHING ACADEMY 
ASHBURNHAM, MASS. 
A Hilltop | school for boys and girls. We have 


Powder Point School sm ARUN ABS 


will understand your boy—and help him to understand himself. Thorough instruc- noniee Geciting upon a school. 

tion. Clean, snappy athletics for every boy. Clearest understanding between H. S. Cowell, A.M., Pd.D., Principal. 
boys and masters. Prepares for college and gives strong general courses. 
Ages 10 to 19. Number limited to sixty. Convenient to Boston. Address 


RALPH K. BEARCE, A. M., Headmaster, 
54 KING CAESAR ROAD, DUXBURY, MASS. 











New England—Girls 




















EAST GREENWICH ACADEMY 


Co-educational. Founded 1802. 7 buildings. 13 
instructors. College preparatory, Academic, Busi- 
ness, Music. Junior School. Gymnasium and 
athletic field. Christian ideais. Tuition $500. 
Rev. J. FRANCIS COOPER, D.D., Principal 
On Narragansett Bay, East Greenwich, = 





Mr. Lincoln's 8588. | 


West Lebanon, Maine 
small Country School giving much attention 
to the individual. 14 Acres. 86 miles from Bos- 
ton. Manual Training. Outdoor Life. 


-Allen- Chalmers 


A Country School for Boys 
Military Regularity. Upper and iaaee Schools. 
THUMAS CHALMERS, West Newton, Mass. 








THE MERRIMAN SCHOOL "%=22"%,8" 


Restricted to small number desirable boys 7-10 yrs- 
Careful nyo gad to health, behavior, and scholar- 
ship. Fee $700. Edward D. Merriman, A.M. Yale, 
Principal, Westport, Conn. 


2%, The Sanford School 


High ideals, skillful teachers, indi- 
vidual attention—Prepares for college 
and business. Daniel S. Sanford, 
nesongneee Headmaster, Redding Ridge, Conn. 








The Miss Farmer School of Cookery 


Home of the Boston Cooking School Cook Book. 
Cookery and Household Technique for the home and 
for professional use. Six months and intensive short 
courses. Send for booklet. Alice Bradley, 
Principal. 30 Huntington Avenue, Boston, Mass. 





tHEGARLAND SCHOOL 
or HOMEMAKING 


Booklet on wralotes for ¢ ficat Home Making 
ARET J. STANNARD, Director 
2 CHESTNUT. STREET BOSTON, MASS. 

















[ WORCESTER ACADEMY FOR BOYS OF ABILITY 


WORCESTER, MASSACHUSETTS 


WITH COLLEGE VISION 








DeWitt Clinton School 


A DAY SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
Prepares for Colleges and Technical Schools. 
Resident Accommodation for a limited number. 
Address: JOHN B. HEBBERD, A.M., Director, 
210 Newbury Street, Boston. 





The Milford School 


Formerly the Rosenbaum School. Summer Session 
for fall entrance examinations for all colleges begins 
July 23d and continues through the fall examinations. 


S. B. ROSENBAUM, Principal, MILFORD, CONN. 





LAWRENCE ACADEMY 
Groton, Mass. 
An old but thoroughly equipped modernized col- 
lege preparatory school for boys from 11 to 19. 
Experienced — teachers. Personal Caan tion. A 
home atmosphere. 36 miles from Bost 

Dr. Howard A. Bridgman, Principal, w Box B. 





THE COCHRAN SCHOOL 
Norwalk Connecticut 
ear Long Island Sound. One hour from New York 

City. Complete preparation for college. Small 
classes. Constructive physical training. Progr 2 
methods. Upper and Lower School. Age limits 8-19. 
Address W. T. COCHRAN, Headmaster. 





COUNTRY 
MASSEE scHooLt 
(16th year—for Boys 8 to 18) 
Beautiful location at Shippan Point 
on Long Island Sound at Stamford, 
Connecticut, 52 minutes from New 
York. Provides thorough intellectual. 
moral, and physical development in 
right environment. Under Christian 
masters from great universities. 
Classes average twelve members. 
Personal intensive es prepares 
for leading colleges, scientific schools, 
business life. Athletic and all out- 
door sports on beautiful campus of 16 
acres. Large gymnasium and dormi- 
tory. Tuition $1000. (Also Summer 
School.) For catalog, address 
W. W. MASSEE, Ph.D. 
Box B Stamford, Conn. 











Choate School 


1600 Beacon Street 
Brookline, Mass. 
Home and Day School for Girls. 
Emphasis on College Prepara- 
tion. Also Art, Music, Domestic 
Science. 
Home life carefully regulated. 
Boston’s many advantages open 
to students, with chaperonage. 
Gymnasium, Bowling Alley, 
Fields for Sports. Horseback 
Riding. 
Augusta Choate, Vassar, A.B., A.M., Prin. 
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Bazar 





New England—Girls 
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STAMFORD, CONN. 
Suburban to New York City 

Fifty Minutes from Fifth Avenue 

Exclusively a boarding school for 
high-school girls or graduates. 
Choice of studies for every pref 
erence Social culture; physical 
training; athletics. Profusely illus- 
trated booklet with complete 
details shows superior ad 
vantages and exquisite equip- 

ment. Address 
The Recording Secretary 


Glen Eden, Stamford, Conn. 
























HILLSIDE 


A School for Girls 
Norwalk Connecticut 
Provides normal development of girls— 
intellectual, moral, social—in right environ- 
ment, which offers every comf -repara- 
tionforr iprehensive examinationsand 
general courses. Spout l 





lew com 
. and Lower Schools. 
Numb limited. High, 


sightly ies ation in six acres of 


woodland. Ample play- 
grounds. Horseback riding. 
Gymnasium. Send for catalog 
and View Book. 


Margaret R. Brendlinger, A. B. Vassar 





BOARDING SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 
Junior High, College Preparation One Special Intensive Year 
Domestic Science, Music and Art Courses 


Boston 20 miles, 


Secretarial, 
Amid magnificent estates, 40 acres. Ocean frontage. Park-like grounds. 


INTENSIVE TRAINING FOR COLLEGE AND SCHOOL EXAMINATIONS 


Fall Term Begins September 25th 


Illustrated Booklet on Request 


Phone: Beverly Farms 83. MR. and MRS. C. P. KENDALL, 485 Hale Street, Prides Crossing, Mass. 

















(~The Ely School for Girls 


Greenwich, Conn. 


Junior and Upper Schools. 


In the country. One hour from New York. 
Also one-year 


General, College Preparatory and Graduate Courses. 
course, intensive college preparatory review. 














' Southfield | Point Hall. 


Beautifully located on gus Island Sound, 
one hour from New York Cit Intensive col- 
lege preparatory work, General courses. 
All sports, winter, summer, land and water 
Horseback riding. Limited enrollment. Ad- 
dress the Principal. 


6 Davenport Drive, Stamford, Conn. 


em aT 











WATERBURY, 


CONN. 
Successful preparation for all colleges. 


Founded 1875 
Sec- 
retarial Course giving Gregg certificates. All 
branches of Domestic Science. Excellent ad- 
vantages in Music and Art. Experienced teach 
ers. Gymnasium work, Athletics, Basketball, 
Swimming and Outdoor Sports. Beautifully sit- 
uated, one hour from Hartford or New Haven. 
Students admitted at any time during the year. 


Send for booklet 
Miss Emily Gardner Munro, A.M., Principal 

















CRESTALBAN 


A school for little girls in the invigorating climate of 
the Berkshires. Thirty minutes from Pittsfield. 200 
acres, 3 buildings. Number limived. Special care 
given to home training, character development, and 


Vida Hunt Francis, A. B. Smith, Principals 


FOR GIRLS 


Iss 




















-TENACRE— 


A Country School for Young Girls 
From Ten to Fourteen Years of Age 


to Dana Hall. 
All 


sports and athletics supervised and 


p® PAR. \TORY 


Fourteen miles from Boston. 


adapted to the age of the pupil. The 


finest instruction, care and influence 


MISS HELEN TEMPLE COOKE 
Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass. 








St. Clare’s School (épiscopa) 
Individus _ are 
School year $800.00. 
Stamford, 


Interesting home and school life 
and character training for girls 
College women in charge 
Address Secretary St. Clare’s School, 
Connecticut. 


5 to 14 





BROMLEY 


A school for girls from 12 to 15 years of age. 
Preparatory for Bradford Academy. 
Directed study and play 


All advantages of Bradford Academy equipment. 


For Booklet 
THe DIREcTOR, 


address, 
Box 21, Bradford, Mass. 











The Hedges 


NORTON, MASS. 


Junior School of House in the Pines. 30 
For girls under fourteen. A 
Sun parlors for class 
rooms. Play fields. Horseback riding. Swim- 
ming 4 wholesome, simple life of study and 
play that makes the child quick to feel, eager 
to know, able to do. 


The 
moiles from Boston 
large modern home 


MISS GERTRUDE E. CORNISH, Principal 























We send students to college on certificate and examination. 
Many girls, however, after leaving high school do 
not wish to go to college. But often they desire ad- 
vanced work ina newenvironment with competent instruc- 
tors, and to select studies best meeting their tastes and interests. 


We offer just these opportunities. Students take En- 
glish or Literature, but the course otherwise is elective. All 
subjects count for diploma. Graduation from high school 
not necessary. No examination required. 


Mount 
Ida 
School 


miles from 
Boston 


All the opportunities of Boston in Music, Art, and Histor- 
ical associations are freely used. Special work in Voice, 
Piano, Violin, "Cello, Harp, and Pipe Organ with eminent 
Boston masters. 


Outdoor Sports. Horseback Riding (our own stables); 
9 hole Golf Course on the property; Tennis, both grass and 
dirt courts; Field Sports; Canoeing. Our Gymnasium is 
45 by 90 ft., with Swimming Pool. 


A finely equipped school—nine buildings. 

Domestic Art, Elocution, Costume Design, Home Decora- 
tion. Excellent Secretarial Courses; Courses in Business 
Management; Junior College Courses. 

Some rooms with hot and cold water. Students for 1923-24 
are being accepted in the order of their applications. 


Send for New 


Year Book Special car for Western girls from Chicago, Sept. 25. 


eon erie (ig. 2527 Summit St., NEWTON, Mass. 

















Norton, Mass. 30 miles from Boston 
A School for Girls 6 buildings, 90 acres. Pine groves, athletic 
fields, horseback riding, swimming, gymnasium. Sleeping porches. 
Music, Art, and Secretarial Course. Complete two-year course in 
decoration. College Preparatory Course, also one-year intensive work : = 
for entrance examinations, Every attention, not only to habits of § 
study, but to each girl’s health and happiness, 
T Hedges—aA School for the Y oung Girl. 


Domestic Seience and Arts, inc luding household management and 
Miss Gertrude E. Cornish, Principal 














WARD SEMINARY 


A FAMOUS OLD NEW ENGLAND COUNTRY SCHOOL 


a girls. Twenty-five miles from Boston. Thorough preparation for 
all colleges. Special intensive one-year course for college examinations. 
Exceptional faculty of college-bred women. Comprehensive courses 
including secretarial training, household arts, vocal and instrumental 
music. Gymnasium and sleeping porch. Extensive grounds. Horseback 
riding, canoeing, trips afield. All sports. 50 pupils. 
MR. and MRS. GEORGE W. EMERSON, Principals 
26 Howard Street, West Bridgewater, Mass. 









health. Open air classes. Outdoor sports. 
MARGERY WHITING, Principal, Berkshire, Mass. 











LINCOLN SCHOOL 


College Preparatory School for Girls. 
General and Secretarial Courses. Music 
and Art. 

Extensive grounds. 

All athletics and sports. 
motor trips. Horseback 
certs. City oe 

New booklet on request. 
MISS MIRIAM SEWALL CONVERSE, Principal 


Zone Providence, Rhode Island 


Fire proof buildings. 
Water and 
riding. Con- 




















The Chamberlayne School 


Thorough college preparation. 
A one-year intensive course is 
offered to graduates of second- 
ary schools and others fitting 
forcollegeexaminations. General 
course. Horseback riding. Rec- 
reation and outdoor activities. 


GRACE L. EDGETT, Principal 
Commonwealth Ave. and Clarendon St. 
Boston, Mass. 
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» F Study These Announcements Carefully. Your School Is Here 





























i, wt Mies Seiten tells ‘=a ] Southern— Girls 


The BEST SCHOOL 
rPINE MANOR> in the UNITED STATES 








BRENAUcn 


Select patronage 30 states; location 















. ° . foothills Blue Ridge Mts. North of 

TWO-YEAR course for the W hat is it? oy pn nL | 
advantages in music, t ° - 
graduates of Dana Hall and ; = mostic science. physical euituce’ “Si 
other secondary schools. Higher W here 1S it? Goatiod hecnsieds saline cen — 


cultural studies, with emphasis on 
all subjects pertaining to the man- 
agement of the home. Country life 
and sports. Fourteen miles from 


Catalog and illustrated book. Address 
It would be easier to define the origin of the species, BRENAU, Box H, Gainesville, Ga 


than to pick out “the best school.” 














Boston. Catalog on application. The best school for your neighbor’s children might be 
entirely unsuitable to the needs of your son or daughter. 
Miss HELEN TEMPLE COOKE Your children are individuals. They are diffefent. Then ~ 


Dana Hall, Wellesley, Mass. 














why not enter them in a school with a personality of its 
own—not just another institution? The chances are the 
f best school for you is listed in this Directory. The adver- - 
Whittier School for Girls tising of only the better schools is accepted in HARPER’s 


College Preparatory and Special Courses 


& & * 
We educate for Character and Social EMclency. Bazar. And schools which we personally know about. Vir Inla 
Fitting the | for what she fit th year ge 























ES -- 8, ae Tusselt *privital Study these announcements carefully, and communicate 
3 Main Street Merrimac, Mass. = I } } ] Thi } 
with those schools which seem to meet your particular FOR YOUNG WOMEN 
requirements. If you find it difficult to make a choice, Roanoke, Va. 
° © ’ 
Miss Howe and Miss Marot’s remember that you can always secure disinterested and eb ot the inniien ediniiicts ths Gin  Shatone 
Country Boarding School for Gisls reliable advice from HARPER’S BAZAR. buildings. Extensive campus. Located in the Valley 
Pageeatinn for College. General Courses. Ath- ; = got -—" 
9h leties and Sports. r T a beauty cf scenery. 
ec: cent ead cell seiiediisines. Winds Kenneth N. Chambers, Director Elective, Prepara- 


tory and College 
Courses. Music, 
Art, Expression, 
DomesticScience, 
Athletics. Stu- 
dents from 32 
States. For cat- 
alogue address 








n HARPER’S BAZAR SCHOOL BUREAU 


lt: THE, BURNHAM SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 119 West 4oth Street New York City 


wi inded by Mary A. Burnham in 1877 
ous Smith College Campus. 






















































































Miss HELEN E. THOMPSON, Headmistress — 
I Northampton, Massachusetts Mattie P. Harris, President, Box B, Roanoke, Va. 
—— Mrs. Gertrude Harris Boatwright, Vice-Pres. 
: : 
— A College for Women usivrrsity Washing ton—Girls 
Cultural and business subjects. Courses in the man- im mut mruatutu nu TaN MMAAHEMN EMER MNNO 
agement of personal business affairs. 1, 2, and 4-year 
programs, Certificate or degrees. Special work for Scontens Sitianin dior Senensie Gea | Wee. 
—— ios reverts = ee tae arte valtie over #1000 00. Standard degrees ja 8 
nee eo eee ferred. Strong Music Department. Write for cata- 
’ ’ onia rN) logue. J. C. Hardy, President, Belton, Texas. 
WHEATON COLLEGE FOR WOMEN . ; 
Only small separate college for women in Massa- SOUTHERN COLLEG Suntes Cotiets 
Re S FORE COUENe: - < ae os — One year or two year courses for H. S. Graduates 
« } sic. ex pressior Domestic Sci., Socia 
of men — women. 20, CoE D RB: wD In _the cultured environment and finest residential section Music, Art, Expression, Do i c, fal 
a ee Fe oe aise, Sanaerave of Washington. Unenories saventagee for observing Govern- Training. Gym., Golf, Swimming, Tennis, His- 
‘ yi D y; ’ : pilgrimages. Rate $600. 
Massachusetts, Norton (30 miles from Boston). ment operations and_ social life Courses include primary, G 4. toric pilgrimages. 
ce ¢ ? intermediate, academic, college preparatory, major elective, IThs ARTHUR KYLE DAVIS, A.M. - 210 COLLEGE PLACE, PETERSBURG, VA. 
collegiate, fine — domestic — secretarial and business 
P - training. School occupies four well-appointed buildings. 
es CNS A Tatezing School for Gisele Small classes. Refined home influences, with individual care Fairfax Hall For Girls 
all college examinations. 98% of students have and instruction. Physical development through gymnastics, In the Blue Ridge Mountains. College prepara- 
successfully passed college entrance examinations basketball, =. a, Ses club, horseback riding and tory. Riding, Galt. i Zone grotanse work. eousic, 
in last seven years, ddress swimmin ‘or catalog address Art, ome ynomics ressio acretaria 
MIRIAM TITCOMB, Principal, Box C, 45 Cedar 6. 6 bs 21 acres. Modern building. Main line 2 railroads. 
Street, Worcester, Mass. MISS CHARLOTTE CRITTENDEN EVERETT, Principal a Tne Seedtent, Sex i 
L 1533 Eighteenth Street, Washington, D. C. Basic, Va. : ; , : 
_ Whiting Hall , A ge 
. . 9 . 
- sninigisciinainn RIE tela ts Miss Harris’ Florida School 
16 Haltway, a. a Worcester. Under northern management, northern faculty. 
, AML ted wwith the best “pre yaratory schools. Tourist pupils use home text-books. Outdoor 
a M ie “ i t. N w gynns saium. Booklet Mr. classes, ocean bathing throughout winter. Board 
_ ee al asd Hr poh . 3. Whiting, ing and day school departments. October to June 
“Ibridge C. Whiting, Amherst, Yale; Mrs. Whiting, 4065 Deicke A cn yee 
Wellesley, Principals, South Sudbury, Mass. ricke venue ami, Florida 
ind BF " mal 
— | ROGERS HALL SCHOOL Steart Hal, Staunton, Virginia 
Episcopal school for girls—Eightieth Session. Rich 
FOR GIRLS LOWELL, MASS. ; or , 
—— College Preparatory and General Courses in traditions of the past; alive to the needs of the 
present. Thorough college preparation. Out- 





For Illustrated Catalogue and Booklets 


Address MISS OLIVE SEWALL PARSONS door sports. Address Mrs, H. N. Hills, A.B., Box H. 





ING-SMITH STUDIO-SCHOOL 














The of WASHINGTON and PARIS 
eF RSKINE: SCHOOL Music—Languages—Dancing—Dramatic Art Mary Baldwin College and Mary Baldwin Seminary 
A school for young women, offering unique and unexcelled opportunities for cul- Ser Tome — ished 5 Virginie 


tural or professional study in an artistic and stimulating atmosphere. Other art 
subjects, academic or college work arranged that student desires. All subjects 
elective. Tuition according to amount of work taken. Unusual social advantages s8ec | I 
of Washington; week of opera in New York; preparation for foreign travel. equipment. ne from 33 States. Courses 
“ = ee Collegiate, 4 years, A.B. Degree: Preparatory, 4 
Mr. and Mrs. August King-Smith, Directors years. Music, Art, Expression, Domestic Selence 

1751 New Hampshire Ave. Washington, D. C. Athleties—Gymnasium and Field. Catalogue. 


Veentinnay Festning, Sor High Schout Term begins September 6th. In Shenandoah 


Valley of Virginia. Unsurpassed climate, modern 
129 Beacon Street, Boston, Mass. 

















WALNUT HILL SCHOOL 


| 30 Highland Street, Natick, Ma 


A College Preparatory School for Girls. S7 miles Yat ee . , National Park Seminary WARRENTON COUNTRY SCHOOL oo Younes 
1 
; J ELVA 





from Boston. 46 Acres. Skating Pond. Athletic Coll 
> ege preparatory and special courses. aaa 
Fields. 6 Buildings. Gymnasium. F t : T : 3 pls 
q . or Youn the language of the house. The school is planned to 
a. Miss Conant, Miss Bigelow, Principals. Suburb f Waki ee teach girls how to study,to bring them nearer nature 
uburbs ashington, and to inculcate habits of order and economy. 


is id Pe James E. Ament, Ph.D., LL.D. | Mute. Lea M. BouLicny, Box 60, Warrenton, Va. 
7 ) 


President 

Two-year Junior College 
g ” courses for high school or 
Summer Tutoring preparatory ‘school gradu 
1 
re Have you a boy or girl who needs to make 
up work during the summer vacation? 
Are there Fall examinations to be met? 















RH 







Vocational courses. 
Music, Art, Expression, 
Home Economics and Sec- 
courses. College 
for younger 
90-acre campus, 32 








































, ‘s Doon in. wr DDRESS OAKCREST dings. Gymnasium. ints n 
al Ask Harper's Bazar to help you find the Al ano . wasmincrON D Swimming pool. Athletics. 8 unique club houses For Girls and Youns ome 
a right tutor or tutoring school. THE SECRETARY afford unusual social advantages. Address New buildings. Every room has bath cee 

REGISTRAR, Box 170, Forest Glen, Maryland vom oe] 
CHEVY CHASE SCHOOL A schoo! tor 
bond. girl of henry F and beep mig 2 », Commas: —_ states. Write for Catalogue and view 
ry; two year advanced for high school graduates; W.E.} Ph.D., Presid 
special. Unrivalled location at the national capital. FAIRMONT —— —— E, MARTIN, fb. Di» Grose at 
| | Southern Church Schools For catalog, address CHEVY CHASE SCHOOL, Box B, t . 
¢ FREDERIC_ EARNEST FARRINGTON, Ph.D., Head- College Preparatory, two year College Course 
% master, Washington, D. C. or One Year Special intensive training for 








Music, Art, Expression, Domes- 


Church Schools in the Diocese of Virginia, Inc. GUNSTON HALL Ue Selence, Busines, Physical Fraining.. Bau, 


Utilized. Students from 45 States. 


























President-Bishop of Va. ownership; health; echol- 1924 Florida Ave., Washington, D. C. 

Behr aneurs toma, Bove: 8. Chriataphe O.:Migde: | A,School for girls. two, Seam pout eradsate and | [i Sunefoth) ‘Catalog and full information on reaiest. 
sex Co. ‘GIRLS: St. Catherine’s—$300, i 

Anne’s—$500, Charlottesville; St. M =F — $450, i ee college work. Music, Art, Exp! Fairmont School, 2111S Street N.W., Washington, D.C. 
Pahannock, Esse Catalogs , wns Principals. . BEVERLEY R. "Scleon Principal. 
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Tome School): 


A National Boarding School for Boys. On the j 
Susquehanna, between Philadelphia and Balti- | 
more. College Board standards, faculty of | | 
specialists. Single Rooms. Gymnasium, swim- 
ming pool and all athletics. Modern granite | 





buildings. Rate 
$1100. 





Murray Peabody Brush, 
Ph.D., Port Deposit, 
Maryland 








STAUNTON 


a . 
Military Academy 
An Ideal Home School for Manly Boys 
Boys from 44 States last session. Largest 
Private Academy in the East. Boys, 10 to 20 
years old, prepared for Enns, Universities 
or Government Academies. 

1,600 feet above sea-lev el; pure, dry, bracing 
mountain air of the famous Shenandoah Valley. 
Separate building and special teachers for 
younger boys. Military training develops obe- 
dience, health and manly carriage. Fine, shady 








- BELMONT 


AND YOUNG WOMEN 


WAR! 


For GIRLS 
















Ward-Belmont combines highest academic training and advantages of extensive grounds and equip- 
ment with that much-sought-for Southern culture and refinement. Courses to meet individual needs 
of students covering 4 years preparatory and 2 years college work. Conservatory advantages in music. 
Strong departments in Art, Literature, Expression, Physical Training, Domestic Arts and Secretarial. 
Outdoor sports and swimming pool. Woody Crest is the Ward-Belmont Farm and Country Club. 





CHATHAM TRAINING SCHOOL 


An endowed Preparatory School for boys offering 


Application for 1923-24 with references should be made as soon as possible. Booklets on request. the essentials of education without the frills. Con- lawns, gymnasium, swimming pool and athletic 
Address ducted to make men and not money. Necessary park. Daily drilis — from homes of refine 
iym ment only desired. Personal individual instruc- 


expenses only $390. New Academic and C 
sium Building costing $70,000 in ‘addition to S100. 
000 plant. Catalog on request. A. H. CAMDEN, 
President, Box H, Chatham, Va. 


STUY VESANT | — 
OOL FOR BOY: 


WARRENTON, VIRGINIA. 


In the Foothills of the Blue Ridge. 60 miles west 
of Washington. 


New Buildings. 90 Acres. Usual School Sports. 


tion byour tutorial system. Academy 63 yearsold. 
$600,000 ak full + ae absolutely fire- 

pane $650. Illustrated catalog. 

COL. THOS. ". RUSSELL, B.S., President 
Box Kable Station, Staunton, Va. 


WARD-BELMONT, Belmont nen, Box 12, Nashville, Tenn. 








Se 

















ARRISON N FOREST 




















COLLEGE OF NOTRE DAME 
OF MARYLAND 


\ffiliated with the Catholic 


"Western— Boys 


muna 


NL 


Resour 


























Uni- 
Country Pie for Girls Also 
































versity of America. Registered Golf, Fox Hunting and Week-End Camping Trips. 
ie GE we less than an hour from Balti- Individual Instruction. Preparation for Yale, 
yy the University of the State more, in the beautiful Green Harvard and all other colleges. 
a Wash > 7. Spring Valley. Unusual op- Terms $1250 Send for Catalog 
of New York and by the Mary portunities for an out-door EDWIN B. KING, M.A. (Yale) Headmaster ° 
land State Board of Education. al ay A — 2 | z — ele 
j vigora Zz Sports. es vy aye 
High School and Grammar De advantages and residence ap- | Ficademy 
a iets pointments. Intermediate and BLUE RIDGE SCHOOL for BOYS ISCOPAL THE AMERICAN RUGBY 
partments Resident and ay College Preparatory, with Spe- | An aceredited preparatory hool, lendidly an 
. elal Music and Art Courses. . Laity came A es IR, ese orn A sturdy body, an alert mind 
Pupils Thorough training. Boardi equipped and ideally located in healthful invigorat- Macson BES TEEN, 
denattummes ttand to thn ~ ing climate. Satisfied patronage, high moral and > epen cig ge od 
Address the Secretary ad can mn ese ar radar wo ne tone, cultured environment. Junior department. mer t A plang 0! ie — 
. papas edemeduqasatens For catalog address J. R. Sandifer, Headmaster, who w put ae n har- 
Charles St. Avenue, Miss MARY M. LIVINGSTON Box B, Hendersonville, North Carolina. pn oa trainion. St. John’s 
BALTIMORE, MARYLAND Principal | He will be under the super- 
Box B Garrison, Md. vision of experienced men who 
arrison, 
B are devoting their lives to the 
a ran am ug es ee a “ ve 
. They are familiar with a 
Ideal place for training boys in M ilitary the problems that face the 
character and scholarship. _30 thoughtful parent. Catalog 
miles south of Nashville. New tells all about it. Write to-day. 


Academy 


Sist year. U.S. 


buildings. Improved facilities. 
Endorsed by eminent educators. 
Officer detailed. 

Be sure to read our catalogue 
BRANHAM & HUGHES MILITARY ACADEMY 
Box 11 Spring Hill, Tenn. 


Fishburne Military School 


Box 30H, DELAFIELD 
WAUKESHA CO., WIS. 


MARYLAND COLLEGE 
1853 for Women 1923 
OCATED in Green Spring ten miles 
Twelve-acre campus. 
Outdoor Ath- 











Valley, 


MILITARY 
ULVER. ACADEMY 


For catalog address The 
Secretary, CULVER, Ind. 





from Baltimore. 


Modern fireproof buildings. 











letics. Swimming Pool. Strong Faculty. Waynesboro, Virginia 
. . R.O. T.C. under U. S. War Department. 
”) ve . » we r ‘ »OTeES | 
Four-year courses leading to all degrees. 44th year. In Blue Ridge Mountains. 1300 feet 
‘4 7 . » lnaszls ertifcate Dow altitude. Four hours from Washington. repares 
['wo-year course leading to certificate. Per- for universities and business life. Small classes and | NE W ME XICO 
ss . ndividual attention secured through faculty of one 
ae sonal supervision. Catalog on _ request. teac her for every ten cadets. New $250 600 See- TARY INSTIT E 
iew of Entrance to ‘ proof buildings. | Swimming pool and all athletics. | MILI UT 
Main Building Box 8 B Lutherville, Md. Annual Spring Encampment. For catalogue write | “IN THE SUNSHINE STATE.”’ Exceptional 









Major Morgan H. Hudgins, Principal, Box H high school and junior college work. Well 


balanced ac ademic, military and physical train- 
over, 

















Fork Union Military Academy 
Fork Union, Va. 
A Standard Preparatory School, located in the 
Heart of Virginia. 
Member of the Association of Military Colleges 
and Schools of U. 


ate. . altitude. 
Outdoor life all year. Moderate 
rates. Member of the Associa- 
tion of ay a Colleges and 
Schools in U. For catalog, 
address 
Col. J. C. TROUTMAN, Supt. 


CATHEDRAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS 


Orlando, Florida. 
Cameron Mann, D.D., President. Gen- 
Faculty 17. Single rooms. 
makes outdoors the 
Address, Secretary 


The Girls’ Latin School 


A school of high scholastic standing that offers 
college-preparatory and academic courses in a 
city of rare culture. 
Beautiful =e with 


Rt. Rev 
eral and elective courses 
Beautiful location. Climate 
gymnasium. Terms $500.00. 






























Cathedral Se Orls “lorid: private garden New Buildings 4 Equipment, 26th year. 
ithedral School, Orlando, Florida Boarding department U.S. R.O. ‘a c sie . Box B Roswell, New Mexico 
limited to 40 girls For catalog address 





from 12 to 20 years 




















— 7 Thorough — prepara- | Cor. N. J. PERKINS, Pres., Fork Union, Va. 
: Sr for best colleges 
: n year. r 
om thern- C o-ed catalog address wn i H O R I E 
L —_ MISS WILMOT, A. B a age 
ert SCHOOL Boysunder15 CAMP 
Headmistress Columbia Military || 2,508 oe es, LAMP 





1225 St. Paul Street 
Baltimore, Maryland 


The Roberts Beach School 


Fifty girls with faculty of ten. Successful college 


Address Vice President’s Office, Lake Forest, Illinois 





Built by the v. 3. A d y 
Gavereent cagdem 

Million dollar Lng 67-acre campus, athletic 
fields, splendid equipment. A panies gi ge 15 
boys. R.O.T.C. under direction of U.S. Army 
ofticer. Catalog on request. Give age of boy. 


The Columbia Military Academy 











ROLLINS COLLEGE | 


On Lake Virginia Winter Park, Florida 


Dakotah School For Boys 
BOYS under 15. 

A select school in the country. Best environment, 

Summer Session—July 1 to 






































| 
prepers ‘atory —— geners ~ one Estate nat } probe oy — sn mo entembter 17 (100 
— . 2 aitimore. MRS OBERTS, 520 Col bia, . Au it 30 egular ion September 
Oldest Institution of Higher Learning SARAH M. BEacu, Ph.D. Principals. Box 100, | (30% 5 Ee SE miles. rom Chicago.) Address Dakotah 
in the Slate Catonsville, Md. School for Boys. Box 116, Dakota, Illinois. 
Qo » 
| BLACKSTONE MILITARY AGADEMY 
WHY NOT? ST. HILDA’S HALL, Charles Town, W. Va. | SSMAKING FOUR-SQUARE sialic 
The Chevron School for Girls, Episcopal. In | College Preparatory and home school for boys in INSTITUTE 
Why not see your country while get- the Shenandoah Valley. College preparatory. | healthful — section saa, Full Com- | College Prepara- 
ting a college education? Elective Courses. Music and Art. Athletics. mercial Co New fire-proot Administration | tor: Military 
2 ? : . Open air classes. Individual instruction. $600. Building and Barracks. Tuition $525.00. For training for phys- 
Why not take a year or more in Florida Catalog. MARIAH PENDLETON DUVAL, Principal. catalogue —s S. LiGon, President, ical growth and mental direction. “Saces conserva- 
and come to Rollins, situated amid the Box M, Blackstone, Va. Sve. coe. ou. Corre Soa Sree, Seeeanent, 
orange groves, lakes and great resorts, 2 200, Germantown, Near Cayton, 
where the fame aa a doe the red Southern—Boys Porter Military Academy 
pines in January and the orange blos- Est. 1867. Prepares for College or Business Life. ESTERN MILITARY ACADEMY 
soms fill the air with fragrance in Feb- R.O T. Army officers detailed. Naval Unit, carota ae tor 
ruary? U. 8. Naval aaa high powered launch. Alton, Ill. Accredited. Graduates ‘busi 
“i NYDER OUTDOOR SCHOOL | tips U.S. War Vessels. Mild Climate, outdoor college | without (qemteation.. Also bust- 
Expenses, $450 per year | sports year around. Address REV. WALTER co Boys ‘how 
. S, 4 JOR. Fall and Spring MITCHELL, D.D., Box H, Charleston, South Caro- wud. vaath year. All athletics. “Barly 
lina. plic: CATALOG of 


apt — necessary. 
pt. 44. 


2 


Standard courses leading to A.B. and 
B.S. degrees. Two-year Pre-Medical 


ON LAKE FNAL Usks IN THE NORTH 
Cc 


ROLINA MOUNTAINS 
Winter Term, January to March 
IN FLORIDA, ON CAPTIVA ISLAND 











—_ t 





and Pre-Law courses. Two- and four- 
year courses in Business Administration. 
Conservatory offers instruction in any 
branch of Music; also B.M. degree. 











College Preparatory and General Courses 
Separate Group for Young Boys 
For Illustrated Catalog, address 
CLARENCE ELMER SNYDER, A.M. 935 Fine Arts Bidg. Chicago. 111. 


. eye 
Bingham Military School 
ASHEVILLE, NORTH CAROLINA 
“The Land of the Sky." Founded 1793. Has stood 
be test for 130 years. Ideal school life of the bce | 
type, aoe by Bsn 4 trained = experienced 
teachers. R.O.T.C. Unit. Col. S. R. McKee, Supt. 





Northwestern Military and Naval Academy 
70 miles from Chicago. An endowed College 
Preparatory School and Junior College. Its dis 
tinctive advantages and methods interest discrim- 
inating parents. 

Col. R. P. Davidson, Pres., Lake Geneva, Wisc. 


At 


Boys 
sargest 
to 20 


rsities 


racing 


sident 
Va. 
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The Right 


School 


Can Be 


Found 


Study These 


Pages 











Western—Girls 














Jdndenwood 
College 


Fifty minutes from St. Louis 


The pioneer college for young 
women of the Southwest. Founded 


leading to degrees 
Fine Arts, Home Economics, Busi- 
ness departments. 


‘School of Music of Unexcelled Merit 
114-acre ca mp. Exceptional 
facilities for golf, hockey, tennis, 
all outdoor sports. Gymnasium. 
Swimming pool. For catalog address 
J. L. ROEMER, D.D., President 
Box 523, St. Charles, Mo. 


Ferry Hall 


A college preparatory 
school for girls in its 
55th year. Advanced and 
general courses. Music, 
Expression and the Home- 
making Arts are elective. 
Twenty-eight miles from 
Chicago in a well-known 
residence suburb. Twelve 
acre campus on Lake 
Michigan. Gymnasium, 
swimming pool, out-of- 
door sports, horseback 
riding. Catalog. 


MISS ELOISE R. TREMAIN, Principal 
Box 313 Lake Forest, Illinois 




























ST. MARY'S SCHOOL 


(Episcopal) 
Knoxville, Il. — 56th year. 
Individual Training for 
Girls. Accredited H. 8S. and 
2 years College. Music, Art, 
Dramatics, etc. Also new 
“Social Service ’* Course. All 


ounger girls, 5 to 14 years; 


vw 
Uf /f _motherly cai 
Catalog of Dean F. B. Carrington. Sate puptl's age. 











Frances Shimer School 


For Girls and Young Women. 2 years College, 
4 years Academy. Music, Art, Home Eco- 
nomics. Outdoor sports. 9 Buildings. 
College Dormitory. 35 acres. 71st year. Term 
opens September 12th, 1923. For catalog ad- 
dress 
Rev. WM. P. MCKEE, DEAN 
Box 660, Mt. Carroll, Ill. 














ATTRACTIVE PRIVATE HOME 
FOR YOUNG GIRL STUDENTS OF 
Moraine Park School, Dayton, Ohio 

Opportunity for few girls between 10 and 14 to enjoy all bene- 
fits and care of real home life “74 — splendid a day 


school. Music, if desired. Write Ss 
Dept., 119 West 40th Street, New York ity. 





Lenox Hall 


Select School for Girls. Enrollment limited. 
Catalogue, address 


Mrs. LOUISE M. THOMAS, Principal 
Box 1024 Kirkwood, Mo. 


TUDOR HALL SCHOOL 


Successful preparation for all colleges for women 
and for universities. General and S ourses. 
Fireproof school and residence buildings. Science 
laboratories. Art studio. Gymnasium. Roof play- 
ground. Catalogue. Miss FREDONIA ALLEN, 
Principal, Indianapolis, Ind. 


COLORADO SPRINGS 


Home and oe Shoal in eer dry climate 
hildren 4 to 14. 
Ww rite = cire ae. 
MISS M. B. SPEAR, Principa 
19 East San Miguel se Colorado en. Colo. 


For 














CALIF 


California schools. 


In every issue of Harper’s Bazar you will find the representative private schools from 
California to the Eastern shores of the Atlantic. 
These have been personally visited by a representative of our School 
Department and their presence in Harper’s Bazar is an assurance of their reliability. 
Without the slightest hesitancy you may enroll your son or daughter in that school 
which meets your own particular requirements. 


ORNIA 


In this issue alone there are sixteen 











Western—Boys 


Western—Girls 



















MILITARY ACADEMY 

A BIG SCHOOL FOR LITTLE BOYS 

Safety — nn mel _ play omy 
For You 

Sympathetic Watehful, Intelli- 
gent Guidan 

Home Care and’ Training 

- —~' Motherly ipa hee: 











rons. 
Women, Teachers in Elemen- 
tary ¢ es. 
Open- Air Sleeping Porches. 
Outdoor _ in Sunny Southern 
Califor 
Military b, Training for the Little 


ver 14 admitted. 

pupils. 

Send in aaiake early. 

Beautiful Catalogue and View 
k. Send for it. 


ROBT. A. GIBBS, Headmaster 








Route 7 Los Angeles, Cal. 








Urban Military Academy 

California's Most Beautiful School. Est. 1904. 
New buildings, swimming 
pool, p, band, radio. In session all 
year. Catalo og Manager, Wilcox and 
Melrose Sts., Los Angeles, California. 





Harvard School (Military) 
Los Angeles, CALIFORNIA 


eading Coast School for Boys. 24th 
For catalog, write 
Robert B. Gooden, Head Master 


year. 





PALO ALTO MILITARY ACADEMY 


A Special School Exclusively for Primary and Gram- 
mar School Boys. Insession 12 months in the year. 
Bicycle club. Outdoor swimming pool. Summer 
term and camp. Equable climate favors outdoor life. 
Cou. R. P. KELLY, Supt., Box 306B, Palo Alto, Cal. 





SEALE ACADEMY 
(Military). Comfortable buildings in a charming 
eight-acre wooded park to live in, a gymnasium 
and seven-acre athletic field to play in, and all in 
the matchless climate of California. Accredited to 
the Universities. Catalogs. 

GRENVILLE C. EMERY, Headmaster 

Box H, Palo Alto, California. 


WILLIAM WARREN SCHOOL 


Prepares for Eastern and Western Universities. 
Minimum age wat 7. Country School 50 minutes 
from San Francisco. 


Box W8 





Menlo Park, California 





Pasadena, California 


Orton School 


Outdoor Study all Winter. Academic 
and Collegiate Courses. Art, Music, 
Gymnasium, Riding, Tennis, ete. 


3th Year. ANNA B. ORTON, Prin. 











—_ ) 


‘The Elliott School | 
Sor Girls 


HOROUGH work from first 


| 

through ninth grade with | 
cultural subjects. Music, Art, 
Dancing. Out-of- | 


door classes. Character building. 
Home life. Environment and care 
| approach the ideal. Year round 





| 
| 
| 
| Expression, 
| 


pupils desired. Pupils accepted 
at any time. | 





| Write for catalog. 


|| Box H. B., Los 
|= = <== = 


Angeles, California. 

















Marlborough School for Girls 


5045 West Third Street, Los Angeles. 


Thirty-fourth Year. An attractive home for 
forty girls. Beautiful new buildings; preparation 
for College; College Certificate rights. 

Special advantages for Music; French; History of 
Art, etc. 

Basketball; tennis; horseback riding. 


Mrs. MARY 8S. CASWELL, Principal. 
Miss ADA S. BLAKE, Assoc iate Principal. 
of Los Angeles 


LIBRARY SCHOOL PublicLibrary, 


Member Association American Library Schools. 
Professional training for all types of library work. 
Elective courses in high school librarianship, story- 
telling, business librarianship, bibliographic cata- 
loging. Accredited to leading colleges. Entrance 
examination waived for college graduates. For 
circular, address Director, Los Angeles, Cal. 








retort anini 0 


Special ‘tibiede 


grr armrest tii 





San Diego Army and Navy Academy 


Prepares for Colleges, West Point and Annapolis. 
Univ. of California's highest scholastic rating. 
Christian influences. Land and water sports all 
year. Summer Session July 1—Sept. 1. Catalogue. 
Address Capt. Thos. A. Davis, Box H, Pacific 
Beach Sta., San Diego, Cal. 


MONTEZUMA MOUNTAIN SCHOOL 








THE BANCROFT SCHOOL 


For chiidren whose mental development 
has not progressed normally 


A cultured home for the sons and daughters of 

gentlemen, in which they may receive training 
adapted to meet their individual needs, competent 
medical and hygienic care, protection from harmful 
contacts, desirable companionship and real affection. 





Los Gatos, California 
Accredited 
Outdoor Life all the year round 





HITCHCOCK MILITARY ACADEMY 
18 miles from San Francisco. All year round out- 
door life. —— equipment. Experienced in- 
structors. y fully accredited by Colleges. 
Physical Ounere. Football, Tennis, etc. Swim- 
ming Pool. Separate room ‘tor every pupil. 46th 
year opens first Wednesday in September. Write 
for illustrated catalog to Rex H. SHERER, Presi- 
dent, San Rafael, Cal. 








Western—Girls 











Boys’ Camps 











The McOrmond Summer School 
Conducted at Westminster School 
Intensive training for all college entrance examina- 


tions and make-up work in secondary schools. 
Subjects thoroughly taught. ye ‘—— All 
he of W hool, including 





recreelion facilices. t 
Raymond R. McOrmond, A.B., Director, Simsbury, Conn. 








Girls’ Camps 











SARGENT CAMPS Peterboro, N. H. 


The Athletic Camps for Girls. 
Senior Camp, — 15-20. 
Junior Camp, ages 
argent Camp Club, ages oa and o 
Ad aren Secretary, 8 Everett St., Cambridge, ; Mass. 





GIRLS’ COLLEGIATE SCHOOL 
1008 West Adams Street, Los Ang , Cal. 
Thirty-second year begins Sept. e7th. ied. 
Offers pee yine ~~ Preparatory,Special Courses 
—2 years aduate work, vocational, cultural. 
Beaitiful t — ih buildings. Outdoor life’a reality. 
MIss PARSONS and MIss DENNEN, Principals. 





® ’ 
Miss Harker’s School 
Palo Alto, California. 
ares for Eastern and Western colleges. Post 
nduate department. Grammar and Primary 
erades. Enrollment limited. For Catalog, address 
Box “‘'B,”” CATHERINE HARKER, A.B. Vassar, Prin. 


THE ANNA HEAD SCHOOL S2"sinzezg Oey 
School for Girls. 

High School graduates admitted without examina- 
tion to all colleges using accrediting system. 
Students prepared for college board examinations. 
Post graduate, primary and intermediate depart- 
ments. Cheerful, homelike school with outdoor 
life year round. Address 

Miss Mary E. Wilson, Pritt, Box H, Berkeley, Calif. 





Garths Lodge Owl’s Head, Me. 
E. A. Farrington, M.D. Jenzia Coulson Cooley 





Standish Manor 


A school for backward girls. Grade and High 
School courses, physical training, music, domestic 
arts, bathing and water sports. Intimate home 
care. 30-acre estate. ALICE M. Myers, Prin- 
cipal. HazeL G. CULLINGFORD, Asst. Principal, 
Halifax, Mass. 





SOUTHERN SCHOOL FOR BACKWARD CHILDREN 
Ideal HOME SCHOOL for children who have been 
slow in their mental development. Individual atten- 
tion. Splendid equipment. Special care for very 
young children. deal climate. Sleeping pore hes. 
Beautiful southern mansion. Campus of 6 acres. 
Established 1905. No _ epileptics, nor insane. 
Patronage from 18 States. 25 pupils. 

CorRA BRISTOL-NELSO! furfreesboro, Tennessee. 











BEAUTIFUL, Exclusive, Country Nursing 
Home and School for mentally defective 
References exchanged. 
MARGARETTA R. BENNETT 

English, Indiana 


children. 


Box 91, 





HE HEDLEY SCHOOL 
For children yee and socially normal, yet 
who require individual instruction and personal 
attention. Montessori Kindergarten. Primary and 
Intermediate. Industiial and domestic arts; music. 
Beautiful country home. (12 miles from Phila.) 
J. R. Hed ley, M.D., resident physician, Mrs. J. 
Hedley, Princi ‘Box B,G ennsylvania. 





‘in Eurythmics and Speech Correction. 


Special Schools 


ae 





- 


1880 Seguin School 1923 
For Backward and Mentally Deficient Children 
Limited to 25 pupils, girls, young women and boys 
under 12. No —— nor insane. Ten teachers, 
five governesses, rge grounds adjoining 50-acre 
park, Tuition and board from Sept. to June, $1800. 
Summer school in mountains June to Sept., $400. 


Mrs. E. M. Seguin, Principal, Orange, N. J. 








DEVEREUX SCHOOLS 


BERWYN, PENNSYLVANIA 
BOYS JUNIOR’ GIRLS 
UNIQUE IN PURPOSE—PROGRESSIVE IN METHOD 


Three separate tutoring schools for children who 
need scientific observation and guidance. 

Pre-school Age through High School. Special 
——— placed on health education. Academic 
and cultural courses. Vocational training for 
manually minded students. Male faculty in de- 
partment for older boys. Sixty-five acres—out- 
door camp in summer session. 





For Nervous and Backward Children 


.The Stewart Home _ Training 
School for children of retarded 
mental development, is a_pri- 
vate Home and School on a 
beautitul Country Estate in the 
famous Blue Grass Region of 
Kentucky. Seven Buildings. 
Cottage Plan. For illustrative 
catalog address, 

DR. JOHN P. STEWART 
Bae G Frankfort, Ky. 








’ 

MISS WOODS’ SCHOOL 
For EXCEPTIONAL CHILDREN 
Individual training will develop the child who does 
not —— satisfactorily. 24 miles from Phila. 

Booklet 
MOLLIE WOODS HARE, Principal, 
Box 152 Langhorne, Pa. 





A beautiful home for physically and mentally 
retarded children, where corrective medical treat- 
ment is combined with teaching and training. 
Send for booklet. 


“MARYDELL”, Langhorne, Pennsylvania. 





Hawley School of Development 


For Nervous and Retarded Children. Specializes 
English 
and Art Classes. Home Environment. Limited 
number. 53 Strawberry Hill, Stamford, Conn. 





The Trowbridge Training School 
A home school for nervous and backward children. 
The Best in the West 
E. Haydn Trowbridge, M.D. 


2831 Forest Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 





THE WRIGHT ORAL SCHOOL 


For eo eer ard  Pacsely Deaf. Mt. Morris Pk. 
West N. indergarden to College En- 
trance A ‘oak sean and day school with 
home atmosphere. Large faculty. Individual atten- 
tion. Outdoor gymnasium. Instruciion entirely 
by Oral and Auricular methods. Children from 
four years up accepted, Co-educational. Twenty- 
ninth year. 





BACKWARD CHILDREN 


H, N. 
42 mities f Pant New Yorn City 
Summer School and Camp on grounds 
Rudolph 8S. Fried, Principal 





THE BINGHAMTON TRAINING SCHOOL 
An ideal private home-school for nervous, back- 
ward and mental defectives. No age limit. Phys- 
ical Culture. Manual training and all branches. 
Open year around. Terms $75 per month. 
Mr. and Mrs. AuGust A. BoLpt, Supt. 
NBW YORK, Binghamton, 112 Fairview Ave. 








Professional 











Wanted—Nurses to Enter Training 

W. A. FOOTE, MEMORIAL HOSPITAL, JACK- 
SON, MICHIGAN. 

Three years’ course, accredited school, uniforms 

furnished, monthly allowance. Minimum require- 

ment, two years high school. Apply Superintendent. 





PROSPECT HEIGHTS HOSPITAL 


Located twenty minutes from Theater and Shop- 
ping District, New York City, offers a 2', year 
course in Nursing to young women having one year 
or more High School, $15 and $20 per month, uni- 
forms furnished. For particulars apply to Supt. 
of Nurses, Washington Avenue and St. Johns Place, 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 





SOUND VIEW SCHOOL 


FOR BACKWARD CHILDREN 
Individual Instruction. 





70 Prospect St., Portchester, ad York 
Tel. Portchester 1556 N 








EIGHT - HOUR DAY, SIX-DAY WEEK, ONE MONTH VACATION A YEAR 
CROUSE-IRVING HOSPITAL Syracuse, N. Y. 
TRAINING SCHOOL for NURSES 200 Beds 


Full Regents course, leading to degree R.N., given in two 
years to high school graduates, Next class September Ist. 
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CHALIF 
Russian School 
of DANCING 


in 
Dancing 
Parnes Sept.1 
¢ 1g on Request 


= 463-165 W. 57th St., N.Y. 

















SKYLAND SCHOOL OF DANCE 
InNew York—High above the Hudson 
MARSHALL HALL Director 
wrmerly of Met pay peg oe etc, 
AN ATOLE BOUR AN Imper ial 
rheatre, tense Ballet Master, 
strand The atre, New York 
Di stinctive Dancecraft for the Theatre 
i Ball Room—Story Dancing for 
iidren. Normal Course for Teachers 
Barge on request 
e Chatsworth Roof 


T2nd St. vane Riverside Drive, N.Y.C 
. Endicott 1307 





ADELAIDE & HUGHES 


Studio of Dance 
sforallclassie dancing. Stage dances created 
ir performances staged. Children’s Saturday 
allages—from Sept. 15th. Physical culture 
Catalog. 45 West 57th St., 


Classe 
Amat 


classes: 





Plaza 7635. 


classes 





A lexander Oumansky 


Now staging the Gonctas for the gigantic Masonic 
P ageant in Detroit Vill reorganize ballet classes 
n September For information telephone Bryant 


9334 110 West 47th Street, New York City. 


Edith Coburn Noyes School 


Character Development, Oral Eng- 
lish, Drama, Voice, Psychology 


N unusual school offering general and 





4% practical education under progressive 
methods. Fully equipped little theatre. 
( smprehensive instruction in Dramatic 
Art and allied subject Cultivation of 
personality, self confidence and _ poise. 


Sixteenth year opens September 


24. 


Write for booklet describing courses 


Edith Coburn Noyes, Principal 


Symphony Chambers, Boston 





Leland Powers School 


of the Spoken Word. Distinguished for the success 
of its graduates, For catalogue address 
The Director, 
Massachusetts, Boston, Upper Fenwa 





NEW YORK SCHOOL of EXPRESSION 
(Chartered by the Bs Regents of pe 
SUMMER SESSION 
Voice Deve iopme nt—Diction—Speech— Inter- 
pretive Read ng—Drama—Story Telling 
Circle 6220 332 West S6th Street, New York 


ersity 


SY 





ZABETH MACK STUDIOS 


es forming to produce plays. DR: AM. ‘ 







te lessons and small classes. 


Summer term in Paris 
studio, 15 West 12th Street, FI 
N. ¥.C. LITERATURE 





Byron W. King's School Oratory 


s for Teache ELOCUTION 

AND S SPEECH A ‘ARTS 
( mamsangee Work 3 
3 of Voice positively c 
School o sane h Arts in America. Sen 
Pittsburgh, Pa., Mt. 








Emerson College of Oratory 


Largest School of Oratory, Belles-lettres 





and Pedagogy in America. Summer 

~ Session. 44th year Degrees granted 

? Address HARRY SEYMOUR Ross, Dean, 
=e Huntington Chambers, Boston 

~ 





SCHOOL *"« 
THEATRE 


Threshold Playhouse 


DIRECTORS 





‘RE TREE Major FRANK CRAVEN 
WALTER HAMPDEN ELSIE F ERGUSON , 
*EORGE ARLISS ERNEST TRUEX 











opens Oct t 
Registration Limited. 
Write for Catalog to the Director. 
CLARE TREE MAJOR 
571 Lexington Avenue New York City 














WiLt1aM Coap 
KARL KRAEUTER 
VIOLONCELLO 
PauL KEFER 
Joun MunNpby 
ORCHESTRAL 
INSTRUMENTS 
ALBERT BRAIN 
HUMBERT BULDRINI 
Vincent C. Buono 
ALBERT P. FRIESE 
Gustave Hem 
CaRL HINRICHS 
M. H. MANNE 
Max SCHLOSSBERG 
MauRICE VAN PRAAG 
Max WOoOCKENFUSS 


THEORY and 
Freveric J 
ALFRED J. 

CHURCH ML 
CONSTANTIN 


MeyYER Pos 
DALCROZ 


MARY 


MARGARET ANDERSON Mary Fant 


MASTER INSTITUTE 
OF UNITED ARTS 


MUSIC—PAINTING—SCULPTURE—ARCHITECTURE 
OPERA CLASS — BALLET — DRAMA — LECTURES 


THE FACULTY 


PIANO ORGAN APPLIED DESIGN 
Max DriItTLeR Marta E. KLEIN Epwarp J. a 
EstHer J. LicHTMANN VOICE ILLUSTRATIO: 
Maurice LICHTMANN ALBERTO BIMBONI ALBERT ‘Stennee 
Stna LICHTMANN J. Bertram Fox ETCHIN 
ETHEL PRINCE THOMPSON H. REGINALD SPIER Mic HAIL ROUNDALTZEFF 
VIOLIN ANNE STEVENSON SCULPTURE 


COM POSITION 


Swan 
DeemMs TAYLOR 
Epoarpo Trucco 


NIcOLA MONTANI 


E 
EURYTHMICS 
MARGUERITE HEATON 
Yo De MANZIARLY LE 
PAINTING and DRAWING 
CHESTER LEICH 
MacRae 


RoBERT EDMUND JONES 


HARP THEATRE D. 
CARLOS SALZEDO 
SOLFEGE & EAR-TRAIN- LEE SIMONSON 
ING INTERIOR L 


ALFRED JAEGERS 
ROBERT LAURENT 
ARCHITECTURE 


ACOBI 
ALFRED Bossom 
Ww 


V. E, VirRIck 
BALLET 
rer RosA MUNDE 
SIC DRAMA 


E BUKHETOFF St. CLatr BAYFIELD 


Ossip aa MOW 
JOURN¢ a ol 

Mary Fa N RoBE 
LANGU¢ 1GESand DICTION 
mare: DE TRuCccO 


NER 





GEORGE BELLOWS 
CLAUDE BRAGDON 


WHITE NORMAN-BEL GEDDES 








ECORATION Louis GRUENBERG 
DHAN GoPAL MUKERJI 
HARDINGE SCHOLLE 
STARK YOUNG 

JostIaAH ZuRO 


JECORATION 
ON ROBERTS 


After October first, 1923, in New Home, 310 Riverside Drive 





312 West 54th St. Send for 


Catalogue H 


New York City 





























SuMM 





student. Every branch of Musical Ec 


the 
course accredited by the State. 


and auditorium on the beautiful campus. 





;| ST*VEAR wth 


(lonservatorg~Lllusic 


Degrees awarded to qualified students. 


Send for catalog and terms to Miss Bertha Baur, Directress, Oak Street and Burnet Avenue, Cincinnati 


Over half a Century in the front rank 
of American Music Schools 


Located in a city of noteworthy 
musical achievements, the Cincin- 
nati Conservatory has, through its 
artist faculty of international repu- 
tation, developed an atmosphere 
which gives unusual inspiration to 
Public School Music 
Dormitories 


ER SESSION 


Jucation is provided. 








AMERICAN PROGRESSIVE PIANO SCHOOL 


Widely endorsed by eminent artists. Normal 
course for teachers. Well-trained assistant teach- 
ers for fundamental work. Write for circular. 
Gustave L. Becker, Director, Carnegie Hall, 

New York City. 





1S SSSSSSSSSESSSSESESSESESS: 


AMERICAN ACADEMY 
OF DRAMATIC ARTS 


Since 1884 the Standard Institution of Dramatic 
and Expressional Training and Development 
of Personality for any calling in life. 


Fall Term Begins Oct. 26 


Extension Courses in Cooperation with 
COLUMBIA UNIVERSITY 
Trustees: 

Franklin H. Sargent, Paites 
Daniel Frohman ohn Drew 
Augustus Thomas Benj. F. Roeder 


Illustrated Catalog of all Courses from 
Room 175-H, CARNEGIE HALL, New York 


| DRAMA 






a\by 


SCHOO! 


OPERA SPEECH 
STAGE DANCING 
PHOTO PLAY SINGING 

Learn to Act by Acting 


Concentration courses include actual stage 
experience and appearances at Alviene Art 
Theatre, developing poise, personality and 
good address, graduating artists. 20 In- 
eractors. For catalog write Sec’y. 


43 West 72nd St., Room 20, New York 


[The NEW YORK SCHQOL o 


INTERIOR DECORATION” 
IOl PARK AVE -NEW YORK CITY 
Correspondence Courses 
Complete instruction in period 
styles, color harmony, furniture 
arrangement, curtains, etc, ma- 
teur and professional courses. 
Start at once. 


Send fer Catalog A 
























P. Clement-Brown 
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SCHOOL OF DESIGN| 


AND LIBERAL ARTS 
212 West 59th St., N. Y. 

DESIGN : COS TUME: LIFE 

INTERIOR DECORATION 

4 and 8 months’ intensive, prs actical courses | 


courses in F 
Costume Design 
| are recognized by the ex- 
clusive Fifth A venue Shops 
as the standard of highest 
proficiency. 

Amateurs and profes- 
<= wor oo efor 
BROWN’S SALON sTUDIOsS—é20 ‘fink ieee, N. Y. 
Paris lew York San Francisco 











"We aaa 








JBL 


Director 


Located in the Music Center of America 
It affords pupils the environment and atmos- 
phere so necessary to a musical education. Its 
complete organization, and splendid equip- 
ment, offer exceptional! facilities for students. 


Complete Curriculum 


Courses a every branch of Music, 
theoretica 


applied and 


Owing to the Practical Training 


In our Normal Department, graduates are 
much in demand as teachers. 





v Unt w 


PUSPATI 


ew fngland 


CoNSERVATORY. 
OF MUSIC 


Boston Mass. 


Year Opens 
September 20, 1923 


The Free Privileges 
Of lectures, concerts and recitals, the opportu- 
nities of ensemble ie vy and ‘appearing be- 
fore audiences, and the daily associations are 
invaluable advantages to the music student. 
A Complete Orchestra 
Offers advanced pupils in plano-forte, voice, 
organ and violin experience in rehearsal and 
public appearance with orchestral accompani- 
ment. 
Dramatic Department 
Practical training in acting. 





Address RALPH L. FLANDERS, General Manager 


WTA yA 


RA Denia nem TU 








Costume Design 
Millinery Design 
Fashion Illustration 


Amazing reduction in tuition 
fees for special summer term. 
Come and see spring exhibition 
of students’ work. Also ask for 
book, ‘The Secret of Costume 
Design’’—gratis. Reveals how 
designs are made. 


Fashion Academy, Inc. 
Studio 47 Off Fifth Avenue 
21 East 79th St., New York City 
Scottish Rite Temple, San Francisco, Cal. 
1432 N. Broad Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 








The Art eke League of New York 


48th y Life Drawing and Lhe vm 














NEW YORK SCHOOL OF 
FINE AND APPLIED ART 


Frank Alvah Parsons, President 
Wm. Odom, Director in Paris 


New York 


Paris London 
The only international, professional school 
for Interior Architecture and Decoration; 
Costume Design and Illustration; Stage 
Design; Graphic and Poster Advertising; 
Decorative Design; Teachers’ Training 
and Lecture Courses; Painting. 









Inquire now for New York Sept. 7th 


CIRCULARS 
Address—2239 Broadway, N. Y. 











BOSTON, MASS. 48th year begins Oct. Ist, 


SCHOOL OF THE 
MUSEUM OF FINE ARTS 


Instructors: Drawing and Potating Pullip I. Hale, 
F. Bosley, W. James, L. hompson, K, 
Cross; Modeling—Charles Gian, F. W. Allen: 
Design—Henry Hunt Clark, A. J. M 


orse, G 
Hunt. Scholarships and Traveling Scholarships. For 
circular, address 


A. F. BROOKS, Manager 





SUMMER SCHOOL 


Catskill, New York 


Vacation and ues combined eater supervision 


Mrs. Florence Wil 





Florence Wilde Studio of Wieasnatinn 
63 West 9th Street lew York City 











? 
WHERE YOUR ACADEMIC ART 





EDUCATION 19 DEFINITELY 
RELATED TO PRESENT DAY 
|] COMMERCIAL AND_ PRO- 
|| FESSIONAL PURPOSES == 


DRAW ING-- DESIGN: CARTOON- 

ING- -PAINTING-: COMMERCIAL 
ART- ILLUSTRATION -] NTERIOR- 
DECORATION: COSTUME- 
DESIGN +: FASHION DRAW- 
ING-- HAN DICRAF TP: ETC 

Jend for Descriptive Literature 


|| @uicaco ACADEMY of Fine Arts 


| CARL N. 
8! East Madison "St, Chicago, tie 
CLASSES THROUGHOUT THE TEAR. 
a AOVANCE ENROLLMENT NECESSARY 
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Miss Conklin’s 


Secretarial School 
Professional Training 
Practical courses for girls 
and women. School occupies 
Studios of the Tilden Build- 
ing. Attractive roof garden 
is for exclusive use of pupils. 
Bureau of Placement is of 
recognized reputation. 
Graduates are sought for re- 
sponsible positions. 

Illustrated booklet 
105 West 4oth Street 

q New York City 
Telephone Pennsylvania 37 


De a aS a Ses Fas a) 


The Brown School of Commerce 

Develops highly efficient Buslness Executives and 

Secretaries. Small group instruction. Day classes 

for women. Night, co-educational. Fine-paying 

positions await our graduates. Address Box B 
25 West 45th Street, New York City 

















KATHARINE GIBBS SCHOOL °° 
SECRETARIAL & EXECUTIVE 


Training for educated women 


BOSTON NEW YORK PROVIDENCE 
247 Berkeley St. 247 Park Ave. 155 Angell St. 
One-year course includes technical, 


economic, and broad business training, 
preparing for superior positions. 
Two-year course for students not de- 
siring college, but wishing a cultural as 
well as business education. 

Seven months’ course—executive train- 
ing for college women and women with 
business experience. 


Residence School in Boston 
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Professional 


un darcutnarnatereae sia ae srr 


ASHINGTON 


School for Secretaries 
A Select Schoot 
300 Glover Bldg., Washington,D.C. 


Register Now For 
BA LLA R D SECRETARIAL COURSE 


S C “ 0 0 Established 50 Years 














610 Lex. Ave., at 53rd St. 
Central Branch Y.W.C.A. 








NEW YORK SCHOOL OF APPLIED 
DESIGN FOR WOMEN 

460 Lexington Ave., N. Y. City. 

Textile Designing, Fashion 

Poster and Commercial Art, 


Decoration, Historic Ornament, 
tration. Preparatory courses. 


Positions and orders filled. 


32nd year 


Drawing, 
Interior 
Illus- 














BOSTON SCHOOL of INTERIOR SaceRATION 
Correspondence Cours 
Course A—Professional Training Co ours 
Course 6B—Domestic Course.—How to Pl: un Your 
Own House 
E nrollme: nt limited—Write for Prospectus. 
Address P. O. 143, Boston (Copley Station), Mass. 





The Marjorie Webster School 


of Expression and Physical Education 
2-year Normal course. _ 1-year Professional course. 
Summer school of 6 weeks. Fall term September 17 
Day and Night school. Dormitory. Catalogue. 

1415 Massachusetts Ave., N. W., Washington, D. C. 





Physical Education 


For Women—Accredited 
2-Year Normal Course for Directors of Physical 
Education, Playground Supervisors, Dancing 
Teachers and Swimming Instructors. 
20th Session Opens September 17, 1923 
New gymnasium, new classrooms and labora- 
tories, new dorrritories. All modern, up-to-date 
facilities and equipment. 
CHICAGO NORMAL SCHOOL OF PHYSICAL 
EDUCATION 
Address: Registrar, Box 30 


5026 Greenwood Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 








Professional 


Professional 














Domestic Arts and Science 


Our one-year courses in Homemaking and 
Institutionai Management which include 
instruction in Cookery, Marketing, House- 
hold Management, Sewing, Dressmaking, 
and Millinery are invaluable to any girl or 
woman. Expert instruction. A recognized 
institution with residence for students. 


Fall Term Opens October 10. Catalog Upon Request. 
Address: The School of D ic Arts & Sci 





Miss Lillian A. Kemp, Director—Box 28 
6 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, IL. 














Lesley School of Household Arts 


Special course—one year. Regular course—two 
years. Dormitory. New school building. For 
catalog address 

rks. EDITH LE 


< EY WOLFARD, 29 Everett St., 
Cambridge, Miz 








Worcester D. tic Sci School 
One and two year Normal and Home-making 





courses. Trains for teachers of cookery, sewing, 
matrons, dietitians. Normal Domestic Science 
training. Red Cross work. 


Graduates occupy 
exceptional positions. Opens Oct. 2, 1923. Ad- 
dress BEATRICE AMOS, Secretary, 158 Institute 
Road, Worcester, Massachusetts. 





HARRIETTE MELISSA MILLS 

Kindergarten-Primary Training School 

Affiliated with New York University. Students 
enrolled for Sept. and Feb. Exceptional residence 
facilities. Excellent positions for graduates. 

Address Miss HARRIETTE MELISSA MILLS 
Principal, Six .B. New York University Bldg.’ 

Washington Square, New York City. 





DESIGNING and MILLINERY 


Dressmaking and Pattern Cutting taught for whole- 
sale, retail or home use. School open all summer 
Call or write for particulars. McDowell Dress 
making and Millinery School. Established ty 
No Branches. 58 West 40th St., New 





Distinctive Millinery is the Mark 
of a Well Dressed Woman 


Learn to create your own exclusive styles In a 
thoroughly practical and well- , school, 
under the personal direction If an expe 

Completion of course Pe ermits fulfilling respon- 
sible, lucrative positions. Day and Evening Classes 
Booklet upon request. 


ADELAIDE MILLER STUDIO 


20 WEST FORTY-NINTH STREET 
NEW YORK CITY = (Just off Fifth Avenue) 


SHORT-STORY WRITING 


A PRACTICAL forty-lesson course in 
the writing and _ arke cing of the Short- 
tocy taught by Dr. j. Berg Esenwein, 

Editor of The W riter’s — 150 
page catalog free. Please addres; 


The Home Correspondence School 
Dept. 19 Springfield, Mass. 





Dr. Esenwein 





THE CAMBRIDGE SCHOOL 


DOMESTIC ARCHITECTURE AND 
LANDSCAPE ARCHITECTURE :: :: 


CAMBRIDGE, MASSACHUSETTS 





. 
Posse Normal School of Gymnastics 
MASSACHUSETTS, Boston, 779 Beacon Street 
For women. 33d year. Modern building. Courses of 
one, two and three year Present conditions have 
created great demand for our graduates, Courses 
in Medical Gymnastics and Playgrounds. Summer 
Camp. Apply to THE SECRETARY. 








a: 





for Physical 
Education 


The Sargent Schoo 


Established 1881. Booklet on request. 


D. A. SARGENT L. W. SARGENT 
Cambridge 38, Mass. 





WOMEN! 
BECOME INDEPENDENT 


Improve your own appearance while 
learning to improve that of others 


Become a member of this highly respected pro- 
fession. Marinello graduates lead everywhere 
—are known and sought—earn $3,000 to 
$20,000 a year. Learn scientifically and 
thoroughly at the largest and best- equipped 
schools of beauty culture in the country. 
Marinello teaches Facial and Scalp Treatments, 
Shampooing, Manicuring, Marcel and Water 
Waving, Hairdressing, Permanent Waving and 
Electrolysis. 
Day and night classes, advanced and elemen- 
tary. Easy terms. Call or write for our School 
Catalog. 
THE MARINELLO SYSTEM 
3606B Fifth Avenue 806B Tower Court 
New York City Chicago. IIl. 














through the crowds— 


you most desire. 


For Mrs. 


about your shopping. 














VISIT to the Paris Office of Harper’s 
Bazar will help you to find your way 


To those shops and establishments where 
you will be able to purchase exactly the 
hats or the frocks or the accessories which 


van Campen Stewart, who is in 
charge of the Paris Office, or her assistants 
will be able to give you invaluable advice 


About many other things as well—what 
restaurants to visit, where to find an Amer- 
ican doctor or dentist, pointers about your 
further Continental travels, 
which hotel to choose—anything of the sort. 


Make a Note of the Address: 


letter or simply 


right in 
right in the 


as shopping and the best hotels are 


concerned. 


summer 


where to go, 


WHEN PARIS 
MOST CROW DED 


then the Harper’s Bazar Paris Office 


may be of greatest service to you 


And even if you merely want to use the 
Paris Office as a place to telephone or write 


you will find it delightful for the purpose. 
And so convenient. 

For the Paris Office of Harper’s Bazar is 
at 2 rue de la Paix—half-way between the 
place de ’Opéra and the Place Vendome- 
the heart of fashionable 
center of things so far 


So even though Paris is crowded this 
and fall, 
Call at once at the Paris Office of Harper’s 
Bazar for information and guidance. 


2 rue de la Paix 


IS 


rest for a few minutes, 


Paris— 








don’t be 


disheartened. 











—the shaving cream 
for women 


The sophisticated woman shaves 
In hospitals physicians consider shaving the 
harmless way of removing hair. 
CLIO is a delightfully fragrant shaving cream 
made especially for Madame, according to 
the approved French method. 
CLIO makes Madame’s shaving the speediest, 
safest, surest, most fragrant and non-injurious A 
way of removing the offending hair that s 
spoils her otherwise perfect grooming. Z 
Send the coupon—enclose s50c, stamps w 
or coin, and a generous full sized tube af 
will be mailed to you in plain wrap- 
ping. Clip, the coupon now Y / “Gl et ~ 
De! 
Clio et Cie, Inc. Fr. opt. & 
New York City. 


Paris Vienna Dresden ,” Gentiemen: n. 

New York 7 -o(losed, Please find 

i. Jc (stamps or coin 

Sole U.S. Agents Z for which please send 

: : me at once one tube of 

Lionel Trading J, your rppyteble new prod- 

>» uct CLIO — th shaving 
Company ¢ cream for women. 


Address ........- 





New York C ity, f — Cee eeccesscccces 
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The Victrola and the 
great bands of the world 


Summer-time is band time. Hundreds of bands are 
delighting millions of people at the parks and seashore 
playgrounds of the nations. Here, Sousa’s Band, Pryor’s 
Band, and Captain Santelmann with the United States 
Marine Band; in England, the Band of H. M. Coldstream 
Guards; in France, the Garde Republicaine Band; in Italy, 
the Banda Municipale of Milan; in Spain, the Banda de Ala- 
barderos; in Brazil, the Banda do Corpo de Bombeiros; in 
Mexico, the Police Band of Mexico City. 

To record and reproduce the soul-stirring music of a 
military band is a matter of the greatest difficulty, but with 
Victor Records played on the Victrola you miss none of the 
thrills you would get in attending the concerts by these 
famous bands. 

Records by all of these great bands are listed in the 
Victor Record Catalogs and are on sale by thousands of 
dealers who will gladly play them for you. You may enjoy 
them in your home and whenever you choose. 


We especially recommend 


Stars and Stripes Forever—March / . -n 
Golden Star (A Memorial March) | Sousa’s Band §=35709 = 1.25 
Garde du Corps March / ma ™ 
Siethedall aioe Dien * Arthur Pryor’s Band 17957 -75 
Marche Turque—Patrol / ’ = 
The Messenger—March | U.S. Marine Band 18894 75 
Vespri Siciliana—Ballet Selection )} Band of H. M. l 35434 1.25 
Vespri Siciliana—Selection § Coldstream Guards § 2 
Princesse Mignonne Garde Republicaine Band 67266 -75 
Amoureuse— Vals Banda Municipale of Milan 65846 -75 
Paquetita— Vals Banda do Corpo de Bombeiros 69236 -75 
Minuet (Military Symphony) Banda de Alabarderos 62660 ofS 
Semiramide Overture Police Band of Mexico 35167 1.25 
& } 
) ictroia 
“WIS MASTER'S VOICE siatiid canted 


Look under the lid and on the labels for these Victor trade-marks 
Victor Talking Machine Company, Camden.N.J. 








Victrola No. 80 
$100 


Mahogany or walnut 





Victrola No. 215 
$150 





Mahogany or walnut 
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Harper's bazar 


“*“CRILDREN*’ 
E-RTE’S description of this month’s cover 


translated from the French 


UTUMN is coming. The fragrant flowers 
are falling, and the branches of the trees are 
laden with golden fruit. Soon the yellow and red 
leaves will drop, and those fruits which have not 
been gathered by loving hands will become the 
toys of the autumnal winds, to be torn roughly 


from their maternal branches and driven without 


mercy over the endless earth. 

Children are the gifts of that mysterious tree 
which we call a mother. They are attached to her 
just as fruit is to a tree’s branches. The mother 
in my cover design, who is already tinted by the 
autumn colors of life, holds her children by in- 
visible bonds. They are bathed in an atmos- 
phere of unalloyed pleasure, and she distracts 
their attention from the sordid future awaiting 
them—that gray life with its black and white 
mosaic of joys and sorrows. 

But the world is summoning the children, 
although the mother tries to hide its vision from 
them. One of the symbols of life is reflected in her 
eyes; they see it, but are not frightened, for it is 
only a butterfly, suggesting in its flight the con- 
stant movement of life. Thus, the mother seeks 
a way to conceal from her children the true 
aspect of life, and prolong the inevitable hour of 
separation. 


STRUTHERS BurRtT’s First NoveEt 


HE Interpreter’s House’ is the first novel 

by one of our most distinguished writers of 
short stories—the winner of the ‘“‘O. Henry Prize”’ 
for the best story of the year. In “The Inter- 
preter’s House” Struthers Burt deals with certain 
phases of fashionable life in New York that some- 
times find a lurid reflection in the newspapers but 
are seldom dealt with as adroitly and subtly as 
they are here. On page thirty-six. 


‘“‘WHY NOT BE 


WILL 


Harper's Bazar \ 
vice-president; Joseph A. Moore, treasurer, C. 
and dependencies, $4.00. In Canada, $5.00. 






first copy to reach you. 


DISCREET, 


is published monthly in the U.S. A. by the International Magazine Company. William Randolph Hea rst, president; C. H. Hatt 
Forsdick, secretary, 
n foreign countric 
subscription has expired it is best to renew it at once, using the blank enclosed, 
Entered at the New York Post Office a 


APPEAR IN 





AUGUST 
1923 


Children’s Fashions Number 


Cover: ‘“Children’—by Erté Page 
Frontispiece: ‘‘The Lido’—by Main Bocher....... Shere 30 
Baron de Meyer Writes of Lido Sunshine—White S sands—Blue Water 
Illustrated with Photographs by Baron de Meyer. wot ees 
And Sketches by Main Bocher.............. ne 34 
Two Portraits of the Parisienne A APRS RETA ACE is a chetenueaes 35 
‘The Interpreter’s House”: A New Novel by Struthers Burt 
Illustrated by IL. De I a. ects ha cas coc REA ae es 36, 37 
The New Autumn Wrap 
Drawn by Grace BPI E A ons chaica Gis alaska pilates eae mE 38, 30, 40, 41 
“Mrs. Briggs at Deauville’: An Ironical Short Story by Edith O’Sh tughnessy 
Illustrated by He nry Raleigh.........%- ener ee rece ee ar 
Paris Fashions 
TR No aay aia capiletnca ino eie oe ein ace ontnteeg sa oe 44 
Van Campen Stewart Describes the Costumes at the Paris Races... .45, 46, 47. 48, 40 
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When Baron de Meyer says that one-piece bathing suits are the most 

[| , . 4 popular at the Lido, he means it. Sometimes they are a bit more 
i ) decorative than one’s own native “one-piece,” but the general line 

’ and spirit of them is that of the knit wool one-piece suit. This 

is only for swimming, of course. Baron de Meyer says: “One 


Un VE ie a hit CHi starts out from one’s room carefully undressed in some modish 
, bathing costume under a specially designed “ peignoir.” On reaching 
i Hi If { { cer ‘ one’s “capanna,” a change is made to a one-piece suit for the morning 


bath, and by twelve or one another gay beach costume is donned. 
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This is one of the picturesque black velvet bathing costumes that 


are worn at the Lido. 


Patou designed it for Harper’s Bazar; it 


is all black, with touches of delicate almond-green embroidery. 


A LETTER FROM VENICE 


In Which Baron de Meyer Tells Us About 


the Long, 


Gaily Colored Days at the Lido, 


and About the Magic of Venetian Nights. 


Hotel Excelsior, Lido. 

VERY year, on leaving Venice, I have re- 

peated the same words: “ Well, next year I 

must try to find new playgrounds.” But 

when the time comes for summer plans to be made, 

the Lido, with wonderful Venice as a background, 

seems ever so much more attractive than any unex- 

plored resorts. Therefore, a rush for reservations, 

the Gare de Lyon, the Simplon, Milan, and— 
twenty-four hours later—Venice! 

The last few hours from Milan are hard to bear in 
sultry August weather. Italy’s sun can be very cruel 
to poor seekers after pleasure; but all is forgotten 
after reaching one’s destination. There is no rail- 
way station in the world like the one in Venice. 
An impression quite extraordinary and surprising, 
however much expected. Out of a hot train, 
straight into one’s gondola. Cool watereverywhere. 

One’s first glimpse of the Grand Canal! Do not be 
afraid, I shall give you no description of Venice, of its 
beauties and its glories. Isha’n’tenthuse. It’s been 
done too well, too often, and with too much finality. 

BEFORE THE Lipo WAs SMART 

USED to spend my summers at the Palazzo 

Balbi-Valier on the Grand Canal, for in those 
days the Lido was but a miserable little seaside 
resort for Venetians only, and overshadowed by 
Venice and its many excellent hotels. No one ever 
thought of living out there; I am talking of some 
fifteen years ago. It, however, grew in rapid strides 
to what it is now, the most elegant and brilliant 
beach in Italy. 

I naturally, nowadays, stay at the Lido. By 





va porelto, or steam launch, it is only a twenty min- 
utes’ trip to Venice. The awakening in the morn- 
ing, the view of the beach from the Excelsior Hotel, 
the wonderful Adriatic beyond, are worth all the 
many trips one has to take to de the sights of 
Venice. The Excelsior is the type of hotel French 
people call “un palasse’’—a big palace hotel—and 
figures in Italian lires run rather high for accommo- 
dations there. There are, of course, cheaper places 
to live in—but what are lires at twenty-two to the 
dollar, compared to a glorious view, to the sea, to 
health, and to comfort in the bargain? 
Tux Exevtsits Lipo 

HE Lido is, without a doubt, the most beautiful 

beach in Europe. There are miles of uninter- 
rupted fine sand, kept clean and tidy; a refreshing 
absence of vulgar crowds; and the humblest people 
imbued with a desire of preserving to the sands 
their pristine freshness. 

The Societa Anonyma dei Bagni Venesziani is the 
best organization of its kind existent, and continu 
ous sunny weather during the summer season is 
guaranteed, as a matter of course. What else can 
human heart desire? 

Comparison between the Lido and American 
beaches should never be attempted. Palm Beach or 
Coronado might be mentioned; but even so, the 
difference is great. The short-lived elegance of 
a Palm Beach season can not compare with the 
long summer months of glorious weather over 
here, or to the unique historic setting surround- 
Think of Venice as one’s 


ing the Excelsior. 
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This quaint head-dress is a beach hat 
of white straw, edged with blue frills. The 


becoming eur-laps are of gold tissue. 
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evening’s entertainment \s to Coronado and its 
tent-city, all its sordid details are coupled with the 
severe and forbidding aspect of the Pacific, that makes 
any kind of beach life far from pleasant. Honolulu 
and the sands at Waikiki have probably the nearest 
resemblance to the Lido, but this I only gather 
from hearsay, for my short stay in Honolulu dates 
back to days before Waikiki mattered to the world. 
The ukulele was then an obscure instrument. 


BATHING COSTUMES 


HERE isa big difference between European and 

American women’s bathing costumes. The 
latter wear, in most instances, what I might term 
respectable costumes. They cling to regulation 
stockings, so dear to American authorities, and have 
a look of the department store about them. 

Only in a few instances, in the case of ladies from 
the States who by long absence from their native 
soil have lost all sense of decorum and gentility, are 
they discarded. How sad to see such nice, good 
girls so easily perverted by those dissolute and shock- 
ing European customs! 

Italians. men and women, seem almost all beauti- 
ful, seen in full sunlight and in a state of almost 
nudity. The majority have beauty of line, grace, 
and most of them distinction of bearing. The lower 
middle classes are possibly the less favored ones, but 
curiously enough the peasant class show a breeding 
quite astonishing 
reminiscent of the aristocracy than of the borgesia. 

Resting lazily in my beach-chair, in the shade of 
my hut of wood and canvas, my capunna, as they 


in many instances, types more 





call it here, I watch the people coming and going. 
It is a perpetual amusement. A continuous per- 
formance 

\n amusing game is to guess nationalities. To 





know at a glance whether one bather is English, 
possibly American, or simply Italian. Bathers have 
an unmistakable way of proclaiming their nation- 
ality. Their deportment in the sand, their poise, 
their costume, however scant, gives them away. I 














Mrs. Benjamin Guinness, sketched in 
Paris in a black crépe de Chine coat. 
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Every summer Lan- 
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vin gives US exqui- 


this sort. This one 
is white crépe, em- 
broidered with green 
leaves around the neck, 





and roses on the skirt. 
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never thought so little of anything could reveal so 
much. 

Two unmistakable Harvard boys, for instance, 
stalwart and very sunburned, in the scantiest of 
trunks, are playing ball with an adroitness typically 
American, while in the distance, on the water’s edge, 
charming maidens, Botticelli-like, unmistakably 
Italian, are watching with much curiosity a game 
they never have seen played quite as energetically 
before. 


Lipo Days 


EACH clothes, consisting of a series of more or 

less serviceable bathing-suits, beach capes, and 
caps, are really all the “ trousseau ” one needs for the 
Lido during daylight hours. But there must be a 
variety of these, and some have to be elaborate, for 
they must do service for luncheon parties on the 
sands, bridge parties, or “five o’clocks.” 

One generally starts out from one’s room in the 
hotel, carefully undressed, in some modish bathing 
costume under a specially designed peignoir. On 
reaching one’s capanna, a change is made into a one- 
piece suit, for the morning bath, the sun bath, and 
by twelve or one another beach costume is donned 
forluncheon. After luncheon, bridge or siesta until 
four o’clock; then another dip into the sea, generally 
with a large party, from raft or small canoes, keeps 
one busy until tea-time! 

Some of the costumes are quite lovely, very scant, 
very décolleté, in view of getting as sunburned as 
possible, and leaving as much of the skin as possible 
exposed to sun and salt water. The most unusual 
one-piece suit I have seen was made of black velvet, 
with a very. short skirt of the same. The lady’s 
wearing her costume almost every day seemed 
sufficient proof of the material’s durability. 


sitely lovely frocks of 


for this fragile sum- 
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That gray-blue pow- H 
dery color sometimes 
called “ pastel blue” 


is used, in organdie, 


mer gown by Lanviit, 
embroidered with silk 
and mother-of-pearl. 
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Many costumes give an impression of old Greece; 
short peplums, made of silk jersey in lovely colors. 
Any amount of taffetas are to be seen, though 
maillots, one-piece bathing suits known in America 
as the “Annette Kellerman” suit, are nearly the 
most popular of all. 

Draperies for in-between hours are much worn, 
and depend for success on the taste and individual 
style of the wearer. A famous American artist 
wears flowing peach-colored garments, embroidered 
in threads of gold, a turquoise blue, wide-brimmed 
felt hat on her blonde curls. 

Another lady appears in a beach gown of sea- 
green flowered silk, made harem fashion, and a large 
shady hat bewreathed with yellow flowers. Some 
wear daring color combinations, as in the case of a 
well-known woman from New York who mas- 
querades as some futuristic bit of painting come to 
life, combining mauve and green and yellow, red and 
blue, and a dash of turquoise, n..ybe, thrown in, to 
complete the scheme. Restraint is absolutely 
thrown to thewinds at the Lido; in fact, in this won- 
derful light, with the sand, the sea, and the sky as a 
background, every sort of coloring harmonizes 
beautifully. 


A CLOSE-UP oF CHARM 


LOVELY young woman, more restrained in her 

choice of color and very graceful, sits by the 
water’s edge on some strange canoe, evidently 
resting after her bath. She is draped in folds of 
yellow, her head tied up in cherry-colored scarfs. 
She waves her Chinese parasol at one of her admir- 
ers, who is wearing orange-red pajamas, and is talking 
to a girl in nothing but a black maillot, draped in a 
long green fringed shawl, meant to cover her mod- 
estly, but leaving a good deal revealed. 
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Italian ladies have a way quite their own of 
wearing clothes, even when they amount to almost 
nothing. They are always up-to-date; their silhou- 
ette the latest thing from Paris. Their ideas of dress 
are generally individual, even if their taste is less 





Madame la Comtesse de Segonzac wears 
this Patou frock of embroidered black crépe. 
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restrained than that of the average Frenchwoman. 
Italians have a dash of individual originality, and 
know how to carry off any amount of eccentricity 
with poise and inimitable grace. They give an 
impression of being very beautiful when often they 
are hardly pretty, and of being well dressed when 
their clothes are actually what is known as loud. 


TRADITIONAL GRANDEUR 


OR centuries, picturesque and magnificent gar- 

ments have been worn in Italy as a matter of 
course. Inborn habit, therefore, makes them take 
with as perfect ease to crépe de Chine and organdie 
as their ancestors before them took to brocades and 
velvet. In evidently studied arrangements, a sense 
of the pictorial is seldom missing; a mistake never 
made. What seems exaggerated and even in doubt- 
ful taste, if worn in Paris or New York, becomes 
perfect and much admired when seen in Italy. 

At nine one dines, and at ten the beach beauties 
dance on a moonlit terrace overlooking the sea, to 
the sound of a discreet but jazzy band, hailing from 
the States in tunes and atmosphere alone. 

People at the Excelsior dancing in the moonlight 
are surprisingly like those at the “Jardin de ma 
Seur” in Paris, or at the “Rendezvous” in New 
York. They wriggle, they jazz and shake in a most 
energetic way, and wear the same kind of clothes. 
The moonlight is hardly bright enough to distin- 
guish the women’s gowns quite clearly. Somehow 
they seem to me dull and crumpled, surely not fresh 
and new enough to be described to you. I am sure 
you are disappoin‘ed at reading this. TI seem to feel 
it, and shall, therefore, tell you what they might 
have been, or rather, what I dreamed they were. 

There were six maidens in white, who surely had 
been gowned by Chanel, maybe by Paquin, some 
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1// of these six gowns were created in 


Baron de Meyer's imagination 


warm night, as he watched the dancing 
at the Excelsior Hotel, at the Lido. 


certainly by Patou, I am not sure which. -They 
were quite lovely—very simple in line, and very 
modern. 

Three gowns were diaped and three were straight. 
Some were quite long and some were short; they 
represented the varied styles which give every one, 
nowadays, the appearance of wearing the latest 
fashions. None of the gowns was hooped. My 
six maidens evidently did not approve of that style. 

Srtx CHARMING COSTUMES 
Symon first one was in white and silver. On a 
Georgette crépe foundation large bands of silver 
bugles placed at ditferent angles on the skirt formed 
an interesting pattern. The bodice seemed nothing 
but silver bands on a very sheer foundation, and 
more bugles circled around the arms. In her hair 
she wore a wreath of deep blue corn-flowers, fastened 
by diamond pins. 

The second maiden wore white crépe romain, 
very simply draped. An all-over design of diamond 
stars was embroidered on the gown. On her head 
was placed a bandeuu slightly higher in front than 
on the sides, made of rhinestones tinted the color 
of her reddish hair. A brooch, formed by three 
diamond crescents interlaced, kept the gown to- 
gether at the belt. 

The third wore plain white satin, absolutely with- 
out trimming, combined with a large shawl of glacé 
gauze, for once devoid of fringes, but heavily 
embroidered with gold and silver roses. Another of 
the girls wore white crépe de Chine covered by tiny 
rhinestones, evidently a Chanel gown. The design, 
rather Egyptian, covered the material entirely. The 
actual weight of the embroidery makes such gowns 
hang divinely in long and narrow folds. The back 
of the gown was draped, cape-like, very loose. There 
was a narrow belt about the hips. 

The fifth maiden, truly lovely, wore a gown which 
seemed to consist entirely of seed-pearls. They were 
sewn close together all over the gown, only relieved 
by flowers embroidered in mother-of-pearl, with 
pear-shaped pearls forming fringes here and there. 
The embroidery was on a white Georgette crépe 
foundation, made in severely chemise shape, without 


one them are jeweled or worn with jewels, 


All of these gowns are white, most of 


each one is designed to suit the per- 


sonality of its wearer. A description in 


even a belt. She wore very pretty earrings, bunches 
of grapes made of pearls. 

The last gown I saw was a dream of billowy white 
chiffon, flounced, each flounce edged with spar- 
kling rhinestone dewdrops. This gown was almost 
touching the ground, yet seemed light and airy. 
There were no slips, no petticoats, but pantalettes 
of lace, and other airy “undies”—whatever they 
were, I could not see—anyway, the ensemble was 
lovely, 

However much Americans may be to the fore 
in Europe, at the Lido one is never permitted 
to forget one is in Italy. There may be dozens of 
well-known American ladies wearing exquisite crea- 
tions straight from Paris—French and English visi- 
tors by the score; the center of interest, however, 
remains focused on the groups of smart Italians. 

Magnificently draped in trailing black materials, 
enthroned in a secluded part of the terrace, sit 
a number of stately ladies, belonging to the 
Roman aristocracy. Quite as impressive and 
important looking, but seated at the inevitable 
bridge-tables, are other members of Italian society. 
These groups, presided over by unquestioned lead- 
ers, are the center of all social aspirations at the 
Lido. The elder ladies are mostly in black, some 
have lace scarfs over their powdered hair, and all of 
them wear fine jewels, especially pearls, which give 
them a very distinguished appearance. 

VENETIAN MAGIC 

H' IWEVER, there are urgent calls from the out- 

side. And after one or two evenings at the Ex- 
celsior, purely social evenings reminiscent of equally 
delightful evenings in the halls of the Grand Hotel 
in Rome or the Ritz in Paris, one remembers Venice 
herself. Near-by Venice and its Romance, cen- 
turies old! Its magic name has cast a spell. Ef- 
faced are jazz bands, bridge-tables and the exalted 
circle of Italians. They have to retreat to their 
proper places in the scale of one’s enjoyment. How 
compare them to Venice, accessible by launch, to 
the Piazza San Marco, to Florian’s icy drinks, and 
to the band, the finest in Italy! Even the serenades 
on the Canal, however much diminished and de- 


of these lovely gowns, and details of the 
fabrics of which they are made, will be 
found in Baron de Meyer’s own words. 


the article below on this page. 


based, have attractions for newcomers, evidently 
less blasé than I am, for they eagerly follow the lit-up 
singers’ barges, reclining comfortably in their 
gondolas. 

I leave for Venice every night at seven, after a 
strenuous day on the beach doing nothing, and ad- 
vise you, if ever you come here, to do the same. On 
getting to Venice, spend half an hour in the dusk, 
sitting in the Piazza, taking in the beauties of the 
Basilica, the Campanile, the Loggia, the very stones 
so dear to Ruskin; absorb them all, but don’t study 
—just relax. Then wind your way to one of the 
numerous Italian restaurants, start your meal with 
a combination of raw ham and melon, follow it up 
by a spaghetti Milanese, scalopetto di Vitello, Zuchini, 
maybe a Zabajone, and you will have dined well and 
should feel perfectly happy. 


DINING IN VENICE 


Y FAVORITE restaurant is called “ Vapore,”’ 
i but there are dozens of others equally good. To 
name a few, “ Pizzo Antico,” the “ Caveletto,” ‘“‘ Mon- 
tini,”’ and many others. The “Vapore,” however, 
seems to preserve its popularity from year to year, 
for there are always three or four tables reserved for 
the numerous English, French, and American resi- 
dents, of whom there are any number in Venice. It 
is amusing to see in such very Venetian surroundings 
dinner parties, consisting of the best-known leaders 
of society in Paris, London, or New York, wearing 
their smartest gowns, originally meant for Deau- 
ville. 

Since days immemorial, one has sat at Florian’s 
on the Piazza and taken one’s evening coffee 
at small round tables. There always has been, and 
always will be, an amusing crowd to watch. Vene- 
tian crowds are not the ordinary sort; they are ex- 
citable. The unexpected always seems to happen, 
and it is easily given to express its opinion very 
freely. I wonder what was meant the other night, 
when suddenly the people stood on chairs and 
shouted. It must have been for joy, for they had 
discovered “una Signora Americana” promenading 
in full evening dress, displaying more than her usual] 
share of classic back! (Concluded on page I10 











or 





ACGUST £923 


“em e 








[Wo 


ary weonne 
Jortraily 


Very simple and alto- 
gether charming is an- 
other camera portrait by 
Baron de Meyer, of 
Madame de Caillavet. 
In Lelong’s straight- 
hanging gown of green 
crépe with a silver girdle, 
worn with a lovely head- 
dress of silver grapes, 
Madame de Caillavet is 
costumed in perfect taste. 
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Baron de Meyer made 
this remarkable portrait 
of Madame la Marquise 
de Chabannes, a portrait 
thatis a brilliant arrange- 
ment of sparkling beads 
and glittering jewels. 
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Novel of Smart New York 


“Don't talk non- 
sense,’ Guilian 
objected coolly. 
‘Come along. I'll 
take you wherever 
you want me to, and 


999 


leave you there. 


S HOUSE 


“Then he cent on till he came at the house of the Inter- 


the aoor, and asked cvho vas there.”’ 


given to her as a subtle rebuke on the part of her 
parents to the growing importunities of the Aboli- 
tionists, just then beginning to annoy excessively 
the more conservative people of the land. Other- 
wise, she was compk t\ ly of New York and the 
Hudson Valley. 

\t the moment, half past two of this pleasant 
late April day, she was smoothing out the silk folds 
vhich encircled her ample but politely controlled 

t—a gesture habitual to her and based upon the 
assumption that crumbs on the floor are better 
than crumbs on the lap—and was gazing across the 
shining little table at her brother, Henry Eyre, who 
was finishing his after-luncheon cofiee. 

Mrs. Dorrance spoke suddenly. 

‘You're not listening to me,” she said. 

“I didn’t know you had said anything, my dear,” 
Mr. Eyre apologized gently 

I haven't,’ 

but I expect to ‘i 

She gathered herself together and 








announced Mrs. Dorrance crisply, 


poke out loud; 


By SrrutTuers Bur 


a trifle breathlessly, as if she expected opposi- 


“The point is,” she said, “‘ now that luncheon is 
over—lI still hold to the old-fashioned idea that one 
mustn't discuss unpleasant things during a meal— 
I really do think it is always better, don’t you, 
Henry? Although people’s ideas are so different, 
nowadays. The point is, what are you going to do 
with Guilian?—since you've made him come 
home—where he ought to be,” she concluded 
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RS. DORRANCE was born in 1851, and 
she was therefore seventy years old on this __ tion. 
- April day of 1921 
Her first name was Virginia, and it had been 


heavily. 

She snapped shut impatiently the clasp of a gold 
bangle that had become loosened. 

‘My dear Virginia,’ Mr. Eyre said quietly, “it is 
very kind of you to take this interest in Guilian— 
like your usual kindly self—but as to my having 
brought him home, and as to what he is going to do, 
once he’s here, let me inform you that in the first 
place he is coming home entirely of his own accord, 
and that in the second he is completely a free 
agent Advice, yes—if he is good enough to ask 
for it, but any attempted compulsion. . . . And 
not too much advice! Over the gate of—of Hades 
is a sign, ‘We were driven here by advice.’ 

“After all’ he met her misty, perpetually 


Pilgrim's Progress. 


, where he knocked over and over; at last one came to 
Book I. 


afironted gaze more directly, ‘‘we must remember 
that he is a man of thirty-five, with a good deal of 
experience back of him. For five years he was a 
not unworthy explorer and anthropologist; he has 
written some creditable verse; and subsequently, 
for the past four and a quarter years, he has been 
serving his country not notoriously inefficiently as a 
captain of artillery and as a member of the Em- 
bassy at Tokyo. It is not a record to be ashamed 
of, is it?” 

“And during all his holidays,” interjected Mrs. 
Dorrance crisply, ‘‘getting tipsy when he wasn’t 
making a fool of himself about some girl.” 

Mr. Eyre’s mild eyes suddenly lost their twinkle, 
and his thin cheeks, with their little patches of 
permanent color near the cheek-bones, showed a 
more general red; his voice, however, was still 
patient. 

“Not very tipsy!”’ he objected. “And as every 
young man of spirit has done since the world began. 
But no matter; he has outgrown it, as we all know, 
and as for the rest—why, that will be as he thinks 
fit. A crime in which I’m afraid I'll aid and abet 
him, Virginia. You mustn’t forget that Guilian 
has a streak in him that we haven’t, and that’s 
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“*T want you two to meet,’ said Drusilla. 


his mother’s Dutch obstinacy. I don’t think 
Guilian will be a bit good at being bullied. . . 
No, I don’t think he will be a bit good.” He 
chuckled. 

Mrs. Dorrance arose slowly. ‘I am to under- 
stand, then, that the subject is closed. . . . I might 
add, even before it is opened. . . . I shall no longer 
trouble you.” 

At the door she faced about. ‘Of course,’ she 
said rapidly, and as if some one were trying 
to stop her, “if you want my advice—which | 
know you do not—however, you can tell me so, if 
you don’t ...I would suggest that you put 
Guilian immediately into your bank, and, when 
he shows any signs of real seriousness, marry him 
ofi—that is, if you can find him a suitable girl. 
Personally, I doubt if you can—in New York. 
Possibly among your oldest friends, or if not, 
Boston maybe, or—the upper part of the State. 
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They tell me Philadelphia is even worse. 

But then, of course, it is none of my business. None 
at all. It is entirely your own affair, whether you 
want the name of Eyre perpetuated or not... . 
A plain simple girl... . I have frequently told 
Margaret that at any moment Philip and her boy 
might die. Then where would the name of Eyre 
be? No one, naturally, but yourself and Guilian.” 


UILIAN EYRE, having seen his family only 

half a dozen times in twelve years, and then 
only for intervals of a few weeks each time, enter- 
tained towards them a lively admiration not un 
common to the sympathetic person frequently 
away from home. This was accentuated in his 
case by the fact that he was the youngest—two 
years younger than his sister Drusilla, and five 
years younger than his brother Philip; and_ so, 
having through all his teens and twenties been 


‘Lael’s rather a distinguished specimen of what we were talking about.’” 


granted the privilege of irresponsibility usually 
accorded the Benjamin of a household, especially 
a Benjamin as disarming as Guilian, he had built 
up in his mind an exaggerated respect for the stabili 
ties and capabilities of relatives in general and of 
his sister and brother in particular. 

To his mind, particularly when later on it was 
mellowed by distance, Drusilla and Philip were ex- 
ceptional persons, representing all the specific 
virtues that his own usually humble opinion of 
himself reported impossible of personal achieve 
ment. 

They were prominent and _ self-contained and 
marvelously stationary; spending their winters in 
one chosen place and their summers in another, 
and, whenever they did move, doing so, to judge 
from the photographs Guilian saw in occasional 
illustrated papers, with a dignity and circumstance 
truly comical, as if they (Continued on page 111) 





XL 








38 HARPER’ S BAZAR 


LARNER 





























Models on both pages from AMSTERDAM 


PARIS NOW WEARS A THREE-QUARTER LENGTH COAT 


This is one type of the new three-quarter Lnother characteristic silhouette of the 
length coat, identified by its decidedly cir new three-quarter coat is this one launched 
cular movement. In this gray kasha wrap hy Lanvin. This kasha-duvetyn coat, 
from Paquin, the front only is circular traced with embroidery, is straight-hanging, 


while the back of the coat is quite flat. but is wrapped about the figure to give it linc. 
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THE 
NEW COAT 
a CREATES 
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SILHOUETTE 








For sports wear, this Deuillet three-quarter coat has unusu- 


ally good lines. It swings from the shoulders in loose-hanging 


long folds, and turns its collar up to the eyelashes. 


Only a 


glimpse of the costume underneath is seen at the hem. 


It has a decorative value that the short coat never possessed. 


ARLY last autumn, Harper’s Bazar became 
very emphatic about the short jacket, and 
presented it to you in its several decorative 
versions. We declared it the coming mode; and it 
came. It came in fur, both woolly and sleek, for 
winter, and in gay fabric for Palm Beach and spring 
in town. It came for street and afternoon accom- 
panied by a plaited skirt and a cloche hat. By the 
way, we foretold the cloche, too, and you know your- 
self that you have been wearing practically no other 
hat for several months, 
New Mopes To Come 
A’ THIS moment Harper's Bazar is insisting on 
several things as the coming mode. One is the 
tailored suit and its accessories that make a costume 
complete, as we showed it in the July issue on pages 
seventy and seventy-one, and the other is the three- 
quarter length coat, both as a part of the three- 
piece costume and as a separate coat. On the 
opposite page and on this page, we are showing 
separate three-quarter length coats from the early 
French collections. 

It is interesting to trace the logical reason for the 
appearance of this coat. First, we have the short 
jacket that has run its very successful course. This 
jacket necessitated, in autumn and winter, the wear- 
ing of a frock of rather heavy fabric, otherwise it was 


not practical to wear on the street. This reduced 
the afternoon frock almost entirely to velvet, be- 
cause no other fabric was formal enough or warm 
enough. Therefore, there was an unending stream 
of black and brown velvet frocks. Afternoons in 
New York were rather monotonous. 

Another reason for the success of this new mode 
is that the long tube-like coat of Chanel, the coat 
that covered us from shoulder to hem and was 
traced all over with embroidery, has been done 
until it has standardized the silhouette of at least 
one-half of the population. The other half is now 
anxious for some other mode. 

Seldom does a new mode come as such a com- 
plete change as this of the three-quarter coat, and 
seldom is a mode so completely adapted to the 
activities of the day of the smart woman. This 
costume is suitable for practically all the daytime 
hours. 

THE THREE-PIECE COSTUME 

HE three-quarter length coat permits of several 

attractive new modes. One is that of the three- 
piece costume with the three-quarter length coat. 
This is really most attractive; there is the coat 
reaching well below the knees, often embroidered 
and heavily furred, as important and rich as one 


wishes. At the same time, however, it is decidedly 


a street coat, and part of a costume designed to 
appear on the wintry city streets. Beneath the 
coat is the lower part of a slender skirt, rather short 
and of fabric to match the coat—a perfectly correct 
ensemble for town. 

THE Frock UNDERNEATH 
HEN, the moment the coat is slipped off, ap- 
pears a lovely delicate frock of crépe de Chine 

or Georgette crépe or any other delicate fabric, in 
vivid or pale color, and embroidered or elaborately 
beaded. Sometimes the frock has short 
and in no way looks as if it were part of a suit 
except for the cleverly attached band of heavier 
cloth at the hem. 

This three-quarter coat has changed the silhouette 
rather vitally. As a rule, the coat is a bit full and 
swings from the shoulders, or it has a circular flare 
at the hem. Both of these types of the coat have a 
tendency to make the figure under it look very slim 
and youthful. It is a young mode, this coat and 
simple frock. 

But the three-quarter coat does not always have 
a frock to match; it is also worn with a frock of 
harmonizing fabric and color, just as one wears a 
fur coat or any other top-coat. That is the beauty 
of this new three-quarter coat and frock mode; it 
is so tlexible 
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TWO IMPORTANT FASHIONS 


FOR AUTUMN 


A new idea has penetrated the mode; more of a 
“feeling” than a definite idea. The smart 
woman is amused by elegance built up with un- 
usual material, material ordinarily not thought 
elegant. Consider two new fur coats from Paris. 


The coat to the left is made of nothing else but the 
frusty rabbit, dyed seal brown, closely sheared, and 
made on the smart long straight line. To the 
right is a long cape, made in the grand manner— 
from the paws of the sable, in innumerable pieces. 


Another important note in the mode is the new use 
of the three-quarter length coat, that permits of a 
frock of delicate fabric, to which is added only a 
comparatively narrow band of heavier fabric at the 
hottom of the skirt that shows beneath the coat. 





(Below, left) Lanvin costume of maroon cloth, 
with a crépe over-blouse well below the hips, so 
that it is practically a crépe frock. (Right) 
When the black cloth coat is removed, there is a 
crépe frock under it, with the cloth at the hem. 
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THE THREE-QUARTER 
COAT COSTUME 


Another particularly good cxample of the 
three-piece costume with three-quarter 





length coat is the Patou suit at the extreme 
left. I! is of brown cloth, heavily furred, 
and embroidered elaborately in dull color. 


At the lower leftis shown the frock under the 
coat. The sleeveless bodice is of brown 
crépe, embroidered to match the coat and the 
skirt panel. The whole effect is that of a 
smart frock for general afternoon wear. 


(Above, right) Another Patou costume 
that exactly illustrates our point of the 
new mission of the three-quarter coat 
costume is of gray cloth, banded with 
gray fur. A perfect costume for autumn. 


(Below) The same gray Patou costume 4 
takes off its three-quarter coat in the restau- 
rant and shows a lovely gown of cerise 
crépe, embroidered in gray. Only the band 
of gray cloth shows it is part of a“ suit.” 
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“*And such a_ per 
fect bow! I feel 
almost as if he had 
kissed my hand.’ 


MRS. 


NCENE: [An enormous peacock-blue and 
mauve bedroom with ‘ilded woodwork.| 
Mrs. Briggs: “I’m sure it was one of 
ose women that I saw on the beach. My 
dear, all in blood-red, digging her toes into 
he sand, and the man with her! I couldn't 
think of anything but what's his name, not 
Faust, the other, in the opera—all in black. 
It's wicked here all right,’ she ended with a 
gurgle of satisfaction. Unlike the majority 
of those who visit Deauville, Mrs. Briggs was 
not only seeking but finding 

“What are you going to put on to-night 
for the Casino?” asked Mrs. Mackin, re 
cently and not very well widowed, who 
was with her. “Of course, it’s only black 
for me, but with my pearls,’ and she fin 
rered the modest string that had caused so 
much dissension in the family and was known 
as “old Mrs. Mackin’s row.”’ 

“I don’t know yet. I've been thinking 
If [ could only be certain about that beaded 
mauve dress Paquin sold me to the tune of 
three thousand. It looked perfectly lovely 
on that tall, dark, snaky showgirl. I’m 
ifraid the sash is too low. The hat’s all 
right. With the passion-flowers placed that 

iv I get a lot of height.” 


Pyey Mrs. Briggs, quite fair, somewhat 
fat, over forty, separated from Mrs 
Mackin for a moment going into the Casino, 
was found again with brighter eyes than she 





By EpitnH O’SHAUGHNESSY 


had had for years and spots of real red 
under the rouge she had just begun to use, 
locking the door before she applied it. 

“Do you know, the funniest thing has 
just happened. I told you about that man 
in black with that peculiar woman in red 
on the beach? My dear, as I came through 
the door—you can’t say it’s narrow—he ran 
into me and then drew back and smiled, 
and such a perfect bow! I felt almost as 
if he had kissed my hand, the way Emily 
Gates says they always do over here. Of 
course, I was very distant. I had an awful 
feeling that this dress is too tight behind 
marks,” she added modestly, but significantly. 


TOW Mrs. Briggs had a perfectly good 
4°‘ husband at home, who had promised to 
behave and was sending lovely checks. 

Mr. Briggs (it was only 3:30 in New 
York where he had gone “to see his part- 
ner’) was just then humming the ancient 
but still perfectly expressive melody, “My 
wife’s gone to the country, hurray, hurray!” 
and had furthermore ordered his motor 
with plenty of gas to pick him up at five 
for a run down to Atlantic City with a 
friend. 

However, all this is not to the. point; 
Mrs. Briggs was at Deauville. 

“Tf this sort of thing keeps up,’’ she con- 
tinued vivaciously, “I shall have to have 
a sitting-room. My dear, to think that I 


HARPER’S 


BRIGGS AT DEAUVILLE 


BA ZAK 





“ ° . sino ° > ’ 
His eves told him that she was as fresh as a new-laid egg.’ 
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“ The bit of cloth in front of her, that she had just paid twenty thousand francs to use, was empty, too.”’ 


nearly opened that tiresome house at the Thousand 
Islands!’ Every summer for fifteen years! I just 
had a feeling I’d try Europe, and Mr. Briggs thought 
I needed a complete change, too. I hesitated at 
first, on account of all the suffering people said you 
might have to go through over here. I’m thankful 
to say I haven’t seen any,’ and her thoughts 
turned pleasantly to the peacock-blue and mauve 
room with the gilt woodwork and the gold-lace 
lampshades that she was paying three hundred and 
fifty francs a day for, “without a crust, even,’’ as she 
wrote Mr. Briggs. Mrs. 
Mackin had a_ smaller 
room at the back that was 
one hundred and _ fifty 
francs a day. However, 
with exchange between six 
and seven, Mrs. Briggs 
calculated that it was only 
about twenty-five dollars 
a day she was paying for 
shelter. It promised, too, 
to be worth it, and that 
was all she asked. 


HEY were standing 

somewhat uncertainly 
near the entrance where 
Mrs. Briggs had been 
brushed for the first 
time by the wing of ro- 
mance. It was all strange 
to them, though they had 
been drawn from far to 
contribute their littleness 
to it. The busy but obscure week in Paris, going 
from hotel to shops and tea-rooms and back again 
to the hotel, dead tired, had not prepared them other- 
wise than in raiment for what they were finding 
at Deauville. Though, as Mrs. Briggs had observed 
at luncheon, somewhat prematurely, “ You've only 
to watch what they all do, and do the same.” 
With something the look of a poor swimmer in too 
deep, she surveyed various fascinating but dissolving 
groups. 

“A lot of people have gone in,” she began tenta- 
tively; then, “I suppose I ought to give a little 
something to the head-waiter who shows us to our 
table. Mr. Briggs always does when we stay at 
the Waldorf.” 

She spoke more nonchalantly than she felt, for 
she was suddenly beginning to be nervous. She 


didn’t, however, want to cede the painful honor 
of arranging matters to Mrs. Mackin, so she drew 
in her breath and up her mauve five-feet-four 
crowned by passion-flowers, and approached the 
head-waiter, standing at the door of the restau- 
rant. From afar he had appeared as a man of 
medium height and rather kind aspect. In the 


moment, however, that Mrs. Briggs confronted 
him, he seemed eight feet high and growing every 
minute, while his eye proved to be as detached 
and every bit as cold as a summer iceberg. 





“The circular sweep of her eves 
took in the table occu- 
pied by Mrs. Briggs, who got 
suddenly self-conscious again,” 


She placed a fifty-franc note in his hand, with a 
smile, feeling very generous. 

His eyes, reading her Jike an open primer, told 
him, one of them, that she was as fresh as a new- 
laid egg, the other that she was well-to-do. He 
proceeded to educate her. 

“Madame is alone and wants a table?” A dis- 
concerting element of surprise in his tone and 


never a look at his hand. Mrs. Briggs quite obvi- 
ously was getting rattled. Everybody seemed to 
be looking at her except the head-waiter, whose gaze 
was beyond and above her. 

“No, une dame avec moia,” she answered reck- 
lessly, suddenly unable to speak English, she who 
was the pride of the Saturday Night French Club 
and had read “ Corinne” and the “ Bourgeois Gentil- 
homme” in the original! The maitre d’hotel dropped 
the fifty-franc bill to the floor and made no effort 
to pick it up. Mrs. Briggs, with the single 

instinct of self-preserva- 
tion in working order, the 
individual senses all con- 
fused, felt in her purse. 


HE first thing her fin- 

gers touched was a 
five-hundred-franc _ note. 
Bythistimea gentle damp- 
ness was oozing from 
every pore of her body. 
He received the five hun- 
dred francs with an air of 
conferring a favor, leaving 
the fifty francs still on the 
floor. One of the waiters 
standing near picked it 

» up and deposited it on the 
; narrow, high desk, while 

the maitre d’ hotel conduct- 

ed ces dames to a table 

against a pillar where you 

could see only half the 

room, but good enough 

noes “pour des poires.”” He 

—s then bent over Mrs. 

Briggs and, with a pleas- 

‘ ™ ant smile that helped to 
, close her pores, said: 

\ “T know that my 
American clients _ like 
champagne served from 
the very moment of the 
soup. I will order a specially cold, large bottle of 
Veuve Cliquot.” 

Then he departed and Mrs. Briggs’s breathing 
and skin functions became normal again. She 
wasn’t in the habit of taking wine with her 
meals. No one had ever done it in Thermopyle, 
New York, even in the old days. Mr. Briggs 
kept a bottle at the (Continued on page go) 
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BETWEEN SEASONS IN PARIS ONE MAY WEAR A 


ISUMMER FABRIC OR A MIDWINTER ONE 


(Left) There are those who think the narrow three-quarter 
coat the most important coat in Paris. It is one of the most 
effective, as one sees by this tortoise-shell velvet and sable wrap. 


Widdle) As a last fluttering frock before the more austere 
autumn gown ral the Frenchwoman wears one like this 
of marigold-yellow tulle and lace, with a rose and blue girdle. 


An autumn tailleur of black faille, feeling the urge for embroi- 
dery, has that on the jacket done in black, and that on its linen 
gilet in several vivid colors. Three models designed by Doucet. 
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MRS. REGINALD 


VANDERBILT 


A white tulle band, with a 
jewel on the forehead; worn 
by Mrs. Reginald Vanderbilt. 


THE SEASON: 


Van Campen Ste 
Out of Paris; of the Gorgeous Fétes and Bal Masques 
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THE MARQUISE 
DE POLIGNA( 


Long lines of glittering rhinestones, end- 
inginblack-and-gold tassels,on thecorsage 
of the Marquise de Polignac at the Rits. 
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MRS. PERRY 
BELMONT 


Mrs. Perry Belmont ap- 
peared at the Rits 
ing many strands of pearls. 
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IN AND OUT OF PARIS 


art Tells of the Brilliant Midsummer Season In and 


; of the Distin- 


guished Participants, Many of Whom are Well-known New Yorkers 


2 rue de la Paix, Paris. 
HIS is the season of the year when public 
fancy lightly turns, not charitable, but to 
charities; when people dine and dance, play 
bridge, listen to indifferent music, and indulge in 
costume balls and like diversions for the sake—if 
not altogether for the profit—of the poor. And of 
all the forms of charitable effort the costume ball 
is the most popular, pandering as it does to the 
vanity of the participants. Thus a woman of no 
antecedents worth mentioning—by donning the 
accepted costume—may be for an entire enchanted 
evening a marquise, a queen, or some other lady of 
high degree. 

The timid, retiring soul may liberate all her pent- 
up propensities in one mad hour costumed as 
Carmen; such ruin is wrought by merely a gay shawl, 
a mantilla, and a red, red rose. The man who 
would be king may between dark and dawn indulge 
his aspirations in all the trappings of royalty. For 
a few hours one may impersonate in costume any 
favorite character in history, or become, by the 
transforming magic of the costumer’s wand, a per- 
sonage from /es contes des fées. One may masquer 
ade as a gipsy, or as Cléopatre, as Manon, or Marie 
Stuart, as a doge of Venice, or the Angel Gabriel 
it matters not which, so long as the costume is 
becoming. On the other hand, you may, as at the 
Quatz’arts Ball, check your costume, complete, at 
the door! 

Or, forsaking personalities, one may be costumed 





as a fountain dripping with jeweled water, or as 
Snow, or Hail, or Starlight, or one of the four seasons, 
or dressed to represent the title of some book. As 
“If Winter Comes,” for instance, a lady may be 
garbed half as winter and half as spring—the front 
of the costume all snow and ice, with spring, of 
course, “not far behind.” 

But, as a rule, a woman chooses only the costume 
in which she fondly imagines she looks her best. 
And how lovely and how marvelously becoming 
were the costumes of last year’s Bal du Grand Prix, 





DUCHESSE 
SFORZA 


THE COMTESSE 
MONTCABRIER 


THE 


Cabochon emeralds and a 
wreath of gold ivy leaves. 





the Longhi with its graceful, scintillating veil and 
the rich old Venetian dress. And what a splendid 
sight was the Opéra that night, with groups of 
glittering masked figures sweeping up and down the 
great staircase, wandering through the long cor- 
ridors, and filling the vast salle from pit to dome! 

This season the ball promises to be even more 
gorgeous as a spectacle, with costumes from China, 
Japan, and the Orient, generally. Many costumes 
will show the influence of Chinese art on dress during 
the reign of Louis Quinze in the eighteenth century. 
The costumes of the cortéze arranged by the 
Baronne Henri de Rothschild, for instance, are 
copied from old Chinese statuettes of blue porcelain 
The robes of vivid blue touched with amaranth and 
gold are being made by Lenief. Old Chinese and 
Indian paintings have been studied minutely and 
the costumes copied for the ball which, if the artists 
who are arranging it can make it so, will be the most 
magnificent spectacle ever produced at the Paris 
Opéra. 

The Bal Gavarni, while quite picturesque as 
regards costume—many gowns were in the style of 
the Second Empire—was much less smart than was 
expected, and the presence of hundreds of people 
in ordinary evening dress reduced the ensemble 
to the level of an ordinary public ball. 

Some of the period costumes were charming; for 
instance, a white frock with a ballooning skirt of 
looped white muslin under an ermine cloak with 
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PARIS WEARS AN APRON 


ON SOME OF ITS 


MIDSEASON FROCKS 


(Above) 
(Left) 


Right) 


a deep full flounce falling from a deep yoke, below 
a broad white hat wreathed with white tulle with 
blue ribbons falling from the brim down over the 
ermine-clad shoulders. 

Other frocks were of white or pink organdie— 
the corsages very tiny and the enormously wide 
skirts below looped at intervals with pink roses, 
with little cascades of lace falling between the 
scallops caused by the pinched-up folds. Other 
frocks were made of sprigged toile de Jouy, vast 
skirts flaring picturesquely in the shadows under 
the arched galleries. Some were made of silver- 
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Another fro R wun a 
detachable apron that 
may be worn as a cape 
plaited black 
crépe with embroidery. 
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The entire front of this white satin 
dinner gown is put on like an apron. The 
gown is embroidered with gold and red sequins. 


A frock of Paisley silk just lies its 
little ruffled apron on like any other less pre- 
lentious apron, and changes the entire frock. 


Brown tulle, banded with iridescent 
and golden sequins, and cut in a deep point, 
is used for the apron front of this satin frock. 
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DRECOLL 


cloth and metal lace. One woman in a bright green 
basque and a gay flowered skirt carried a tiny green 
silk-and-lace parasol over her black-plumed white 
straw hat. 

The Princesse of Thurn and Taxis wore a gor- 
geous gown of white and silver, deep flounces of 
silver lace over white, The Comtesse de St. Croix 
pinned pink roses into the folds of her lace shawl. 
Madame Ivanenko wore a quaint gown of Joile de 
Jouy in green, black, and white. Mademoiselle 
Jane Marnac, the actress, in costume—that is to 
say, trousers and a white and curly wig—was 





The gaming room in the Casino at Deauville. 





PREMET 


Sometimes the apron is 
scalloped, like this one 
of light brown crépe 
romain, embroidered in 
brown,on abrown dress. 
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The famous Potiniére, at Deauville. 


(Right) This frock of gray-green 
crépe suggests the beginning of 
the tiered mode by one flounce. 


In the Bois appeared this frock 
of blue poplin, with three slit 


tiers and a white organdie collar. 


(Lower left) Black silk jersey 
is used for this frock with its 
front half Nlounce and half apron. 


Shown with the black frock is a 
black broadcloth coat, with three 
bias folds applied to the front, 
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obviously having the time of her life and looked 
more than usually pretty. 

Many very lovely modern evening frocks were 
worn under rich cloaks of velvet or brocade 
which varied greatly in shape. Some were mere 
three-quarter length, slightly flaring tubes bordered 
and collared with a three- or four-inch band of fur. 
Cape-cloaks fell in folds from the collar or from a 
shallow yoke. A red faille cloak embroidered all 
over with gold was trimmed with kolinsky. Black 
velvet cloaks were lined with ermine. Others were 
of vivid red or dark green velvet. Many were 
made of rich brocades trimmed with fur and metal 
lace. Some were of metal-shot taffeta or moire 
flounced with lace and many were of mink, ermine, 
or other furs. 

I noticed particularly many beaded evening 
frocks in shaded rose, that is, the top of the frock 
was of pale rose with pale rose beads, while the skirt 
was of a deeper shade of rose, with the beads graded 
in tone from shoulder to hem. One of these was 
trimmed with many crosswise curving bands of 
looped bead fringe. Another, a straight frock 
lifted a bit in front in the familiar Egyptian style, 
was worn by Mrs. Richard Burton. 

A brilliant salle greeted Madame Ida Ruben- 
stein at the opéra on the (Concluded on page 119) 


FLOUNCES AND TIERS 
NEWLY ARRIVED 


FROM PARIS 


The flounces of this crisp black 
moire frock are laid in loose box 
plaits, repeated on the deep cuffs. 
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At Chantilly this three Another three-quarter A three-quarter coat came 
quarter coat appeared. length coat at Chantilly. to the races embroidered. 
. “e v — - 
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THE THREE-QUARTER COAT 


AT THE PARIS RACES 


A variziion of the three-quarter length coat 
is the cape of that lengih. This cape is 
part of a three-piece costume, designed by 
Molyneux of brown marocain-de-laine. 


(Right) One of Drecoll’s new street cos- 
tumes for autumn is of brown velvet, wiih 
brown lamb trimming. The three-quarter 
coat has a slight flare, repeated in the cuffs. 


This is really a_ three-quarter length coat, 
although its fringe of monkey fur makes 
it look longer. It is of pale gold brocade, 
and may be worn for afternoon or evening. 
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Leonora Hughes in one of 
the smartest coals in Paris. 
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The simple, naive frock is al- The Parisienne wore her The costume complete with The scarf handkerchief is 
ways successful al the races. newest tailleur to the races. light coat and dark frock. here worn with the tailleur. 





THE MIDSEASON IN PARIS IS GAY 
AND THE COSTUMES BRILLIANT 












A lovely Parisienne wore 
this to the Ritz. <A cos- 
tume complete, consisting 
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of an orange gown and 
a shawl of black and gray. 
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(Above) Paris is still using lace, not so 

much as trimming but as an integral part 

of the gown. The foundation of this frock | 
| 
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is of white crépe; the flounces are black lace. 


(Left) Over a one-piece frock of black satin 
is worn a white serge skirt braided with 
black. Two bands of the braided white 
serge are applied to the bodice of the dress. 


PARIS PHOTOGRAPHS BY 


OF GIVENCHY 






PAUL GENtAUK 
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MELODRAMA 


An 
Takes 


Episode in 
More 


By 


Illustrated by 


“Of all the scenes 


been the setting, 


would be standing off watching effects. 


HERE wasan 
| air of expec 

tancy about 
the room, a feeling of 
hushed anticipation. 
Everything in it 
seemed to have been 
given a pulse, to 
stand—waiting. The 
tall lamp near the 
book-shelves sent 
strange, shadowy 
arabesques crawling 
up the far wall. .\ 
cigaret, crushed 
into a crinkled wad, 
; gave forth a silvery 
} wisp of smoke that 





mounted, defiant of 
- “ human will, and van- 

ished into nothing. 
The piano stood open, a vibrance coming from it as 
if the keys had just been struck. It was alive, that 
room, as full of secrets as the human heart, asking 
eternal questions of an unknown future. 

\ man’s room, it had yet a faintly feminine touch, 
elusive but conclusive. It was more in the feeling 
that women had been there, many of them; that 
garments sweet with sachet had been trailed over 
the floor; that memories clung to the 
curtains, the portiéres. It was an aura, rather 
nothing definite or material. The chairs were wide, 
deep; the book-shelves severe, their top crowded 
Before the fireplace 


scented 


with framed photographs. 
stood a long, inviting couch. 

The door to the bedroom adjoining opened and 
a man came in quietly. His face held the same look 
of anticipation. It was a startling face—beautiful, 
vet with a strange strength that made it alarming. 
Sir Galahad might have possessed it—or Don Juan. 
Byronic in its pallor, in the fine-drawn nose with 
its sensitive nostrils, in the high brow, the heavy 
fall of intense black hair, it had a mouth thin to 
the line of cruelty, a jaw hard to the point of 
At certain angles they dominated, struck 


brutality. 
from all vision his beauty. 
He went to the book-shelves, with a graceful 


than 
RITA 


Herbert M. 


never had there been one 
like that which was about to be enacted. 
He would be part of it. 


sctous mind, so long trained in the theater, 


Which Actor 
Acting Part 


an 


an 


WEIMAN 


Stoo ps 


) which this room had 


Yet his subcon- 


sweep of his long hand gathered up the photo- 
graphs of women smiling there. Then to the table 
with the same unhesitant movement. In a few 
seconds only the faces of men peopled the place, 
with their non-committal messages of friendship. 
Within the fireplace a pile of pasteboard sizzled into 
ashes. He looked appraisingly for further commit- 
ments to the past, satisfied himself there were none. 
He had lived too long in that room to sense the 
perfumed ghosts that floated through it. At the 
moment its pulse-beats were merely a reaction of 
his own. He turned and settled himself in a corner 
of the couch—waiting. 

Through the vibrant stillness came the impera- 
tive ring of a bell. The man sprang up, with eager 
step made the short distance to the door of the 
apartment, flung it open, both arms stretched out 
as if to embrace. But they dropped limply to his 
sides and he backed without a word along the nar- 
row hall. 

The woman who entered, closing the door softly, 
followed step by step until they stood within the 
room he had just left. Then very quietly but 
quickly she looked around. It may be that she 
sensed those vague presences. Perhaps she did not. 
Her swift glance merely reassured her that the room 
was unoccupied. Only a close observer would have 
noted the convulsive clutch of the hand that held 
her cape together at the throat. When she spoke 
it was with the same controlled deliberation. 

“You did not expect me.” 


HE man gave a laugh without sign of amuse- 
ment. For the moment he could not trust the 
habitually even cadences of his voice. 

‘But you did expect someone else.” 

He made a bow. It had all the grace, the distinc- 
tion—as well as tribute—of a courtier’s. 

“You haven’t lost your cleverness,” came slowly. 
“Or shall we say—intuition?” 

“Tt was quite evident. I know, too, whom you 
expected.” 

Again he bowed. It would have required the 
same close observer to note the shaky swiftness 
with which he thrust both hands behind his back, 
clenched them. Neither man nor woman made an 
attempt to move. The firelight climbed across the 
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“Was she going to trick him by sob stuff 
oul of the thing he wanted more than he 
had ever wanted anything in his life?” 


table up to the woman’s face. It picked out hollows 
and high lights, yet the whole was a wavering blur. 

“Before she comes, I must talk to you."’ The 
words were low as if their very utterance took her 
breath. ‘I must give you a chance.” 

“Give me a chance?” 

“Ves—to make things right—to promise that 
you'll send her away and without letting her know 
that I’m here.” 

“You intend to wait, then?” 

“Until she goes.” 

“And if I send her away to-day, you realize, of 
course, that I’ve only to crook my finger to get 
her back to-morrow.” 

“You are to send her—for always. 
bling.” 

He steadied his hands, swept one toward her 
with his inimitable grace. 

“You forget one rather important consideration 

the lady herself. She’s coming of her own accord. 
She may resent such an arbitrary dismissal.” 

‘“*She’s not more than a child—just eighteen. I 
don’t have to tell you that—nor that only infatua- 
tion is bringing her here. Why—she was in love 
with a boy—the sort of boy that she is a girl, fine 
and straightforward, with honest eyes that twinkle 
when he looks at you. They were engaged until 
you—” 

““My dear—if she’s too young to love me, why 
isn’t she too young to love any other man?” 


No quib- 
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“It’s not love, I tell you! She saw you on the 
stage—a matinée idol! She was fascinated by your 
looks, your voice—by everything that makes you 


9 


irresistible to women. Poor fools! 


E BROKE in on the rushing words, their 

timbre of choked hysteria like the resisting 
note of a viol string pulled too tight. His own was 
gently insolent. 

“ Are you flattering me with jealousy?” 

“Jealous of her!” Her answer went high. ‘And 
interviewers call you sensitive! There’s only one 
thing I’m jealous of where she’s concerned—her 
happiness. That’s what I want of you—what 
you’ve got to give her.” 

“That’s exactly what I intend giving her. I'll 
make her a better husband than a boy who’s had 
ne experience.” He was about to add “with 
women,” thought better of it and halted. 

“How dare you,” came huskily, “even think of 
marrying her?” 

“Oh, come—that’s laying it on a bit thick!” 
The superb head went up with a toss of anger. 
“V’m not the worst in town! Women—yes, there 
have been a few. But she need never know about 
them. It’s far better,” he added with a note of 
deeper significance, “that she shouldn’t.”’ 

“But you must realize how hideous it is! You 
must see how impossible!” 

‘“* No more impossible than the unexpected always 





s—particularly in the neighborhood of Broad- 
way.” 

The chimes of a clock sounded delicate as a girl’s 
light laugh from the room adjoining. 

The woman moved with a trace of nervous haste 
to the long couch, looked down at it, the heap of 
pillows at one end with their impression of a man’s 
head and shoulders, their air of relaxed comfort. 
She shut her eyes swiftly—painfully. The perfumed 
phantoms swayed round her, an enclosing circle. 
Smiling, weeping, mocking, pleading, an endless 
ring of faces—and among them, her own. 

She turned imperiously, backed against the 
couch, her body held rigid as if to steady itself, to 
summon the strength of the inanimate for its sup- 
port. 

‘“‘There’s no use discussing it—you and I! You 
know I’ve come for a purpose. I sha'n't leave 
until it’s accomplished. You’ve got to make her 
know you as you are—not as the ideal she believes 
you to be. You’ve got to cure her of the madness 
that’s made her willing to come here—to go away 
with you.” 

“How do you expect me to accomplish this 
miracle? The David Garrick stunt? It’s old stuff, 
my dear.” 

“T don’t care how you do it! But if you refuse 
her breath caught. 

“Yes?” he prompted. 
“T’m going to kill you,” she said with quiet intensity 


They stood quite still, both of them, her eyes on 
him, his staring with fascinated disbelief at the 
small pistol held in the hand that had jerked from 
the concealment of her cape. It was a frail hand, 
yet even in the uncertain light he could see that 
it was steady. Gradually his gaze traveled upward 
until their eyes met. 

“Melodrama!” he said. 

“T mean it!”’ she answered. 

Both voices were hushed—the words whispered 
low, the tolling of bells. 

‘““When she comes, I shall be hiding here. If 
you make a move to go—to take her away—I won't 
hesitate to shoot.” 

The two hands behind him felt their way to the 
table, gripped the edge. 


" O YOU know what the consequences of such 
insanity would be?” 

‘“Anything’s better than that you should have 
her!”’ 

‘But that’s precisely what will happen. I shal! 
have her—for always. You couldn’t conceive of a 
more complete way to give her to me. Kill me and 
I'll be enshrined—a hero, a martyr who has given 
his life rather than give her up. Don’t you see, 
you'll succeed only in making her love me more 
and hate you?” 

“T see only that I must save her from 


you!”’ (Continued on page 04) 
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Miss Roberta Willard Mr. and Mrs. Williams Burden Mrs. Gifford A. Cochran 


The New York- 
Newport Air Ser- 
vice is an accom- 
plished fact. This 
is due to the sport- 
ing cooperation of 
T. Suffern Tailer, 
Vincent Astor,and 

























a score of other 


progressives. 


In the picture at 
the left are Master 
“Tommy” Tail- 
er, Captain Grover 
Loening of the 
New Air Fleet, 
Mrs. T. Suffern 
Tailer, Miss Bet- 
ty Tailer, and T. 
Suffern Tailer 
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MRS. JOSEPH A. BLAKE 
Mrs. Blake about to enter her Cadillac town cabriolet 
in which she motors from “Fortoiseau,” her resi- 
; dence at Tarrytown, to New York. Mrs. Blake is 


spending the summer at Bar Harbor, Maine. 
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ERTE 





DESIGNS AMUSING 


AND A FROCK 





Two disks of straw, one black and one 
white, are slit and folded together to 
form a hat. The under side shows thi 
wack stripes folded over the white. 


(Above) The under side of the brim 
this large gray straw hat is embrot- 


dered with two motifs of coral, joined 


~v a single encircling line of coral beads. 


Right) White organdie sleeves are as 
wrinkled as Sarah Bernhardt’s mous- 
juctaire gloves were in the old days. 
The Ire 1tse if 18 made of hlac k satin. 


(At the right above The crown of this 
hat and the soft braided necklace are of 
the same piece of marocain crépe The 


brim is of datsies and their leaves 
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(Upper left) A small hat of very soft 
straw has its straw-trimmed chiffon veil 
in the form of a flowing tassel held by 
a straw braid to the top of the crown. 


(.lbove) Delft blue and white taffeta 
ribbons are woven into the coolest of 
hats. The white ribbons are knotted 
and their ends fall in long streamers. 


(Middle) To be worn in the evening 
at the Casino, Erté designs a blue crépe 
de Chine hat with a motif of jade that 
drops a fold of blue over a white frock. 





ERTE DRAPES SUMMER HATS 


WITH VEILS AND RIBBONS 





















































(Upper right) A disk of white straw 
is held to the head by a garland of 
yellow and green ribbon flowers tied 
under the chin. Inside is white lace. 


(Above) A black lace veil is made into 
a close little hat with its brim formed 
over long pins with black onyx heads. 
The crown has two rows of cording. 


(Left) Erté uses green straw at the 
front and blue straw at the back, with 
a crown and tassels that combine the 
to colors, in this broad-brimmed hat. 
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“He looked the pilgrim and unless he had to he seldom spoke, except to the children and the dogs.” 


THE ENFORCED CHEAT 


Another 
By 


TOLD the truth in the beginning. It was ac- 

cepted as a polite, legitimate, and perhaps 

ingenious fiction. Now I'm going to tell that 
same truth again, and make one more effort to be 
allowed to sail along peacefully under my own colors. 
Why not apply this test? When you have finished 
reading what I am just beginning to write, compare 
it with any of the romances, stories, plays, and 
poems which I am supposed to have written, and 
note the difference: the difference between the dead 
stick and the yew box; between rigidity and grace, 
between ashes and fire. 

Say to yourself: ‘‘Could the man who wrote this 
have written, say, ‘Barolong,’ or ‘The Road to 
Rye’?”’ And isn’t the answer obvious? Of course, 
it is. It is obvious enough to dazzle the eyes of a 
blind man. But perhaps you will say, so powerful 
is the instinct to believe what isn’t true: ‘‘ He’s done 
this on purpose. He has written down on purpose 
just to fool me.’’ You will say, perhaps, ‘“‘The man 
who wrote ‘Barolong’ could have written this— 
with his hands tied behind him.” And unfortu- 
nately he could. That proposition is as obvious as 
the other. The point is, he didn’t. This statement 
is my own, every word and fault of it. It isn’t his. 
He’s dead. I repeat it. And when I've finished 
publishing what he did write, there will be an end of 
such writing in the world. 


I DID what I could for him, and he was grateful. 

I can’t tell 
But whatever 
He was dying and his eyes 


But he was too sick to talk much. 
He didn’t tell it to me. 

he did tell me was true. 
were wells of truth. And whatever he gave me was 
There was no one dependent on him. 
From cighteen to thirty he /ized, laughed, loved, 
drank, traveled, drifted, and fought. As abruptly 
as he had begun to write, he stopped writing. And 
thereafter he folded his arms, you may say, and 
Of course, that’s figurative. Actually he 
came and went a little; a few hundred feet down to 


his history. 


his to give. 


waited. 


Brilliant Short 


GOUVERNEUR 


trated by Everett Shinn 

the paddy fields, along the hillside, to the little pig- 
sty village which supplied him with food; or up the 
hill to sit at the door of an ancient tomb in the shade 
of thundering great ginkgo trees. 

His comings and goings had about them a certain 
effect of holiness. He looked the pilgrim, from the 
noble sun-browned dome of his head to his well- 
spread feet, the soles toughened to the thickness of 
cowhide. He leaned upon a bamboo pole, and unless 
he had to, so the villagers told me, he seldom spoke, 
except to the children and the dogs. 


E, ATE but once in the twenty-four hours, a 

little boiling of rice with some green vegetable 
or perhaps a handful of nuts and dried fruit. Within 
doors he sat upon a grass mat. It was also his bed 
at night. He had a charcoal brazier to warm him 
in frosty weather. These things, a bowl to eat from 
as blue as a girl’s eyes, a change of robes, and two 
coffins gorgeous with gold and red lacquer, were his 
only possessions. 

Those coffins, as nearly twins as the genius of 
man could make them, were the last things he 
talked to me about. I had thought them a mystery 
that I must solve for myself. I could not find his 
pulse, and the knife-blade that I held close to his 
mouth came away undimmed. But either his soul 
was still in him, or had traveled so short a distance 
that it was able to find its way back. The stiffly 
glazed eyes became liquid and sentient. He sat 
bolt upright, and pointed with his long hand. 

“That coffin is for me,”’ he said in that clear firm 
voice of his. “And the other, with all that it con- 
tains, is yours. I could tell you where a treasure is 
buried, I could direct you to a mountain that is half 
copper and half silver. Instead I give you a symbol 
of death. But it is no empty symbol. I have filled 
it to overflowing with the toil of thirty years. As 
you tread grapes, I have trampled upon that super- 
abundance, until I could close down the lid and 
twist the screws home. 


Morris 


Story 


“Tn that death-box you will not find must and 
dust, but life—men, women, and children. Priests, 
slaves and kings, beasts and beauties, wine and 
water, hopes, too, fulfilled or shattered. Within 
those gorgeous planks are things far more gorgeous, 
sunrise and moonrise, high noon, midnight, ships 
in white raiment, butterflies and the delicate per- 
fections of flowers . . .” 

His chin dropped upon his breast with shocking 
suddenness, and his extended arm dropped. I 
knelt quickly and caught him as he toppled over. 
But the end was not quite yet. I just made out 
these words: 

“They are all numbered. 
sequence.” 

\nd then, and once more in the clear voice, so 
full of youth and breeding and careless courage, his 
lips twisting into a smile, he said: 


Don’t break the 


“Tn the king’s court was a young son born, 
“With a hey lililu and a how lo lan.” 


And then- he shivered all over, as the earth shivers 
when a tree is torn up by the roots, and I knew that 
he would not speak any more. 


HE manuscripts in the coffin were all num- 

bered, and I had been told that I must not break 
the sequence. So, having bought a typewriter of an 
American agent in Hongkong, I occupied myself 
during the long travel to New York by preparing the 
first dozen for the editorial eye. But between times 
I dipped into my treasure at random, and almost 
read the eves out of my head. It was my first real 
debauch of reading. Hitherto I had preferred to live 
stories. But I learned now that I had never really 
lived. I had done this, I had experienced that. I had 
even brought out of China many new species of trees 
and shrubs to enrich our Atlantic landscape; but I 
had made no great profit of opportunity. Light and 
shadow had sufficed and T had let the substance go. 
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“As soon as she was able to see her 
| friends, you may be sure that she saw me.”’ 











Now I was learning the meaning of many things 
that I myself had seen and experienced; and of 
many things that only the one man ever experi- 
enced or saw. I had been born again and into a new 
world, thunderous with messages and streaming like 
a rainbow with prime colors.. There were some real 
men and women on board the old America Maru; 
men and women who were far more real were con- 
tinually stepping into my destiny from written 
pages. The lion-hunter in the smoking-room, and a 
rare good talker he was, will die presently and be 
forgotten; but the lion-hunter in “‘Seven Longs,”’ 
mere words though he is, has his grip so deep in life 
that he will live forever. 


TACKLED “Quits,” the first of the novels, and 
met Lorna. After that the smoking-room and the 
deck knew me no more. I was like the most self-con- 
scious of lovers newly embarked upon his honeymoon. 


Almost [ gave up smoking lest I unfit my stateroom 
for habitation by that golden and ambrosial crea- 
ture. I prepared for the editorial eye the stories 
numbered 1-12, and I read “Quits,” which like some 
musical composition was marked Opus 13, and also 
No. 14, ‘Don Ricardo,” which later was to send two 
continents into gales of Homeric laughter, and I 
dipped into some of the later work, stories that have 
not yet been given to the public. The opinion that 
T began to form during those long Pacific days has 
since been confirmed, not only by my own judgment, 
which is of little value, but by the combined judg- 
ment of the best men of letters throughout the 
world. 

The manuscripts have been published in the 
precise sequence which their author wished. And 
when he numbered them, not I think precisely 
with regard to their chronology, he prepared a stir- 
ring cumulative effect of insight and power. Those 


who read him as he wished to be read, not backwards 
and at random, but from beginning to the end, will 
know what I mean. The first numbers, sudden and 
striking as they are, lack the subliminal fluidity of 
the middle numbers, and, except that the truth is in 
them, too, they have little in common with those 
last crushing and gigantic romances which are not 
yet in type. 


HE first dozen stories attracted instant attention 

and sold very well as a collection. But, as author, 
no name was connected with them. That was his 
wish, as expressed in a marginal note. The name 
which he called himself appears for the first time on 
the title page of “Quits.” 

Martin Landseer may have been his real name, 
but it may not. At least it is no pseudonym of my 
invention. I did mot write “Quits” and evade the 
responsibilities of author- (Continued on page 86) 
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MISS MILLICENT ROGERS 


Miss Rogers, who spent the early summer at Tuxedo, ts now 
prominently identified with the social activities of Southampton, 
where her parents, Mr. and Mrs. Henry H. Rogers, have a beautiful 
estate with extensive gardens, delightfully adapted to entertaining. 





Photograph by Charlotte Fairchild 
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THE SIX SMARTEST COSTUMES 
SEEN THIS MONTH 


This and the following six pages form a port- 


folio showing the six smartest costumes and all 


their contributing accessories that have been seen 


this month at those places where society meets. 


EW YORK is really quite the nicest of places 
to be in summer. Not to live here? My 
dear, what an idea! Impossible! But just 

to run in from the country for a day of shopping 
along the Avenue, luncheon in the tumultuous but 
smart and breezy garden at the Ritz, tea at the 
Plaza, a quiet, perfectly served dinner at Sherry’s 
with Theodore or Leon anticipating every thought; 
then the new summer edition of “The Follies,” 
or possibly “The Scandals,” “The Music Box,” 
or the new Winter Garden Show; after that an hour 
of dancing at the Rendezvous. For days like that, 
after the peace of the country, the seashore, or the 
mountains, New York is really quite perfect. 


THe IMPORTANCE OF ACCESSORIES 





A‘ THIS season the fashions that have been dis- 
played, discussed, admired, and disliked come 
to their full flower. There is little that is really new, 
but it is interesting to see just what has been ac- 
cepted by women of distinction and discrimination. 
What have these women made of the varied offer- 
ings? Have they accepted or rejected? A dress 
or a suit in itself is nothing. It is the wearer’s 
individual taste in the choice of the proper hat, 
jewels, shoes, and other accessories that determines 
the chic of the complete costume. It is infinitely 
more difficult to build up a complete, harmonious, 
and effective costume out of these small scattered 
objects than it is to select a gown. Many women 
have the esthetic instinct sufficiently developed to 
choose a handsome afternoon dress or a lovely 
evening gown; but only a few women, of the most 
carefully trained taste, know exactly what gloves 
and handkerchief, what jewels and bag, will build 
up a subtle impression of unmistakable chic. 

A woman may look well dressed in a beautiful 
gown with expensive but inappropriate accessories, 
but she will never produce that impression of ulti- 
mate chic that causes a little catch in the breath— 
that sudden, unmistakable consciousness in the 
beholder that here—here at last is something per- 
fect and beyonc. cavil. 

At the Ritz, at Sherry’s, the Plaza, the St. Regis, 
and out at the country clubs, Piping Rock, Sleepy 
Hollow, the Westchester-Biltmore, where society 


By Marte Lyons 


congregates, we have observed the gowning 
smart women. From all that we have seen we 
have selected as the quintessence of chic the six 
costumes shown in this portfolio—the smartest 
period evening gown, the smartest slim evening gown, 
the smartest fennis costume, the smartest decorative 
sports costume, the smartest morning costume for 
town, and the smartest formal afternoon toilette. 
These ensembles were chosen, not because of the 
particular dress or wrap or hat that was worn, but 
because of the total impression of chic that was 
created. Of course, it is difficult to disassociate 
the personality of the woman from her clothes, and 
so perhaps the inherent chic of the wearer herself 
may have—must have—influenced the selection. 
Because of this, the artist has endeavored in each 
case to give an impression of the woman—a general 
indication of her type and personality. In every 
case where it was possible we have located a shop 
that carries the models shown here and given the 
name of the shop. 


MopES THAT PERSIST 


4 VERYWHERE in town, and in the country, we 
keep seeing the costumes that have already 
been shown in Harper’s Bazar, sometimes as long as 
eighteen months ago, and everywhere these are 
among the smartest clothes seen. In the following 
pages we call attention to some of the models we see 
constantly at smart hotels and country clubs, indi- 
cating in what issues they appeared with a view to 
showing how advanced and accurate is the fashion 
information conveyed to you by Harper’s Bazar. 
In showing the French models as they are created 
it is not always possible for us to suggest the minute 
details that will build up a complete costume, but 
it is of the utmost importance for the woman who 
desires to attain real chic to develop to the point 
where it is an unerring instinct the ability to select 
the exactly right accessories. 

A notably smart woman once said, “For every 
hundred dollars that I spend on a costume the ratio 
is this: twenty dollars for the dress; thirty-five dol- 
lars for a hat; twenty dollars for shoes; five dollars 
for stockings; five dollars for gloves; fifteen dollars 
for some tasteful accessory to lift the dress—a 


of 


girdle, a collar, some delightful unexpected detail.” 

In spite of the many changes that are every day 
taking place in the world of fashion, certain 
firmly established modes refuse to abdicate. They 
have been worn till one would think women would 
be tired of buying, wearing, and looking at them, yet 
they show no signs of giving way to new favorites. 


Tre Crocue Is Stitt rN FAVOR 


EVER was there such a rage for any hat as that 
1 for the cloche and the helmet. Almost without 
exception every woman in a crowded restaurant will 
be wearing this same tiny hat, with slight, very 
slight, variations of shape, but all trimmed with 
the inevitable cocarde of matching grosgrain ribbon. 
It is usually of felt (especially for sports wear), but 
it may be of straw, crépe, or silk. The monotony 
is added to by the limited range of colors in which it 
appears, especially in town. For country it assumes 
more brilliant tones. Nor does there seem to be any 
new hat in sight, although there are indications that 
the turban will make its appearance this autumn. 
One seemingly well-established evening mode, 
however, has been abandoned. The head 
ornament-—so conspicuous for the past two seasons— 
is passé. At the opening of the Metropolitan Opera 
last autumn we made an actual count of the head 
ornaments, tiaras, metal bands, and great combs set 
with precious and semi-precious stones. The 
majority of the women in the parterre boxes wore 
these elaborate decorations. At the opening of the 
Ritz Roof Garden (while not an “important” event, 
still a significant one) the scant dozen head decora- 
tions were worn by people of no importance, people 
who do manage to find a place at such affairs. On 
subsequent Monday evenings the number was 
decreased to negation. The head ornament is passé. 
The short, separate jacket has also an unabated 
vogue—of elaborate materials, figured, striped, 
multi-colored, embroidered, patterned, beaded. It 
is universally worn for town and country, with a 
plain plaited skirt. Beneath it, of course, is worn 
the hemstitched Vionnet blouse with a monogram. 
This is practically a summer uniform. Perhaps, 
however, it has suffered from over-popularity. The 
three-quarter coat and the suit will take its place. 
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Paquin wrap of beige duvetyn- 
kasha with alpaca back and printed 
houquets in bright colors; beige 
squirrel collar; from Hattie Carnegie 








THE SMARTEST AND 








HARPER'S BAZAR 


POINTS IN SPORTS COSTUMES 


HE sweater is passé. The separate jacket, brilliantly colored, has 

superseded it. Made of kasha cloth it is warm, and made of tapestry 

or embroidered silk or linen it is at least decorative. Worn over a Vionnet 
hemstitched blouse above a plaited skirt, it composes what is now practically 
a sports uniform. The felt cloche completes the established costume. Felt 
has crowded out other materials for sports wear. 

Rodier fabrics give just the decorative value sports costumes demand. ‘The 
brilliant colors and naive patterns, whether in bandannas, handkerchiefs, jack- 
ets or blouses, continue to make country dressing more and more picturesque. 

Stripes, vertical and horizontal, are very smart. Chanel fosters the mode for 
horizontal stripes—particularly in embroidered fabrics. Chanel has made some 
smart sports suits of knitted fabrics, the skirt plain, the jacket patterned some- 
what like the Fair Isle sweaters. 


Walking-sticks are much carried. Beads—large, heavy ones, long strings 
and short, and even bracelets of them—are universally worn. Sometimes a 
string of ebony, amber, tortoise-shell, carnelian or other colored beads is 
twisted close about the throat and a longer string, to the lap, is also worn. 
These beads are round and very large. 





bobbed coiffure—tied just so. 


Correct’ lennis shoes- 


buck and black calf 





Dress from 


FRANCES CLYNE 


MOST UNUSUAL 


A brilliant silk Rodier ban- 
danna is worn to bind the 


an unusual welt; Cammeyer. 





Sports dress of white crépe de 
Chine with a novel, plaited 
skirt—accordion-plaited at the 
top and box-plaited at the 
bottom. Band of green crépe 
at the bottom, and embroidery 


(age Sy si 8 ASN A RS l in green and coral on blouse. 
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Ebony stick; walking-sticks 
are much carried. Also a 
gay Rodier sports bandanna. 








A French semi-sports shoe 
of beige suede, with vamp 
and flat heel of antelope kid. 


A costume consisting of a 
striped French flannel coat in 
green and gray and orange; a 
green kasha plaited skirt and 
matching over-blouse of crépe 
de Chine trimmed with silver 
and gold upholstery braid. 























Costume from HATTIE CARNEGIE 


THE SMARTEST DECORATIVE SPORTS COSTUME 


SEEN AT THE WESTCHESTER-BILTMORE 


PORTS costuming, for onlooker and active participant, becomes every 

season more decorative. Even the woman who plays golf and tennis 

violently no longer dresses in the too, too serviceable garments which 
were considered de rigueur a few years ago; she is considered smartly equipped 
for a championship tennis match in an embroidered crépe de Chine dress. To 
be sure, it is a very simple, serviceable affair, but nevertheless it is a far cry 
from the shirt and skirt of earlier days. 

As for the woman who watches the game from the side-lines, beneath awning 
or brilliant canvas parasol, she is arrayed like a tropical bird. The costume 
shown above was quite the smartest we have seen at any country-club 
gathering. Every detail had been considered with the utmost care yet, as 
is necessary, there was no air of a studied effect. The whole costume had 
an appearance of natural ease and harmony. 

Many tennis devotees have been wearing the uniform of a white plaited crépe 
de Chine skirt and the hemstitched Vionnet blouse to match—so many that 
it has become a bit tiresome. The pleasing variation, equally practical and 
smart, shown on the opposite page, is a great relief. It was worn by one of 
the runners-up in the Women’s Metropolitan Handicap Tennis Tournament 








Green kasha cloche, green 


cocarde—the universal sports at the Westchester-Biltmore Club. The blouse gives all the desired freedom, | 
hat. A long necklace of and the novel use of two kinds of plaiting in the skirt, accordion above and 
ebony beads and a_ bracelet box-plaiting below, is a new and smart device. 


of ebony beads—a chic note. 
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THE SMARTEST MORNING 
COSTUME SEEN AT 


LUNCHEON AT SHERRY’S 


P SNHE taste that produced this monastic costume in 
black and brown was faultless. This straight 
“fourreau”’ is a coming mode. Women—those 

who can master this degree of chic—are to look like pipe- 
stems. The black kasha hat, with or without the square- 
mesh brown veil, the matching brown gloves, stockings, 
and pumps, the final perfect touch of the tortoise-shell 
link necklace, bracelets, quaint and extreme earrings, 
complete a perfect ensemble. 

The afternoon costume shown on the opposite page 
is also a combination of unrelieved black and brown, 
quite the smartest daytime color scheme of the moment. 
The brown tulle hat with its pearl tassel, the note of 
brown satin beneath the straight, beltless slip of black 
lace and chiffon, the carnelian accessories, the gloves 
and sandals in still another shade. create one of those 
ensembles shading from cream to brown that are the 
rage of the moment. 
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lbove) Purse of brown suede Old tort 
and silk. Cape of black kasha shell urn 
cloth. Boutonniére from Totty h above). 


some studded with diamonds. 


Shell cig 








Chéruit sheath dress of black kasha. Only faultless taste 
could produce this ensemble of tortoise-shell accessories, brown 
gloves, shoes, stockings, and veil against the black dress. 
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ise-shell link necklace. Tortoise- (i ly Black kasha hat with grosgrain 


earrings of the 1840 period (at left ib 


y cocarde and fish-net band; brown 
Tortoise-shell bracelets, some plain, 3 AB 


silk umbrella with carved hand!e. 
Tortotse- 
wret case and holder studded with 


diamonds. All jewelry from T. Asees. 
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THE SMARTEST AFTERNOON 
COSTUME SEEN AT 
TEA AT THE PLAZA 











LACK and brown is the smartest daytime color 
combination. Complete costumes, shading from 
cream to brown, are extremely smart. 
Real flowers are again being worn—boutonniéres and 
corsages for daytime wear, shoulder ornaments for evening 
two orchids, for example. 


Many bracelets are worn, some plain, some: studded 
| with diamonds, all on one arm. 
Earrings are excessively long, some shoulder length. 


The smartest have a quaint, old-time air. 

The strings of large beads, close about the throat, are 
giving way a bit to extremely long strings. 

The plain, square-mesh veil, worn tight, is again smart. 

Nothing to supplant the cloche has as yet appeared. 
For afternoon, larger hats are seen, but they are reserved 
for formal wear. 
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Both dresses imporled by Chéruit sheath dress of black 
HATTIE CARNEGIE chiffon finely plaited and 


black lace over brown satin slip. 
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BLY FEN . 7 
™ Wrap imported by 
: s PEGGY HOY! 





Hat of bronze tlle with pearl tassel from 
Peggy Hoyt. Mother-of-pearl powder-box 
and lipstick holder. Bracelet of cariielian 
beads and long ball earrings of carnelian 
(at lop of page); all jewelry from T. Asees. 


Worth wrap of black crépe 
Mongol with sleeve bands 
and collar of summer ermine. 
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Gown from 
HTENSTEIN 
MILLINERY 

COMPANY 


Drecoll period gown of black satin; skirt banded with gold lace; the white lace pan- LI¢ 


niers are separate; the lace bertha is caught up under long black moire streamers. 


THE SMARTEST EVENING GOWN 


SEEN AT THE RITZ ROOF 


HE boutfent period gown is by no means passé. At a nine- 
o'clock dinner party at the Ritz Roof the other evening 
the charming gown shown above was worn by a tall, blonde, 
fragile woman—the picturesque type. It was not so much the 
dress itself as the carefully built-up effect of the whole that dis- 
played the exquisite taste of the wearer. The quaint seed-pearl 
earrings, bracelet, and necklace, the old-world fan—everything 
that the eye glimpsed was a meticulously selected detail remi- 





niscent of the period of the dress. 

\n altogether different type of woman wore the evening gown 
She was so strikingly brunette as to give at 
Her silver dress with its touches 





sketched opposite. 
once an impression of night. 
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Coiffure appropriate to th of embroidery where a crystalline, starry blue predominated, the eed-pearl necklace; pear 
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period, yet with a modern silver wrap lined with black velvet, the aquamarine earrings, shaped beads. Long seed 
air. Quaint enameled ivory necklace, ring, and bracelet—all contributed to the predeter- pearl earrings, 1860. Seed- 


fan, tiny and of the period. mined effect of a night of stars. 


pearl tracelets; from T., Azeez. 





FRANCES 
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Costume from 


CLrxve 











Excessively long earrings of 
large aquamarines and dia- 
monds; all jewelry from 7. 
Asees. A new coiffure to sim- 
ulate the skull-titling shingle. 


Lanvin goun of all-silver metal cloth with floral embrcidery in several colors. 
5 “ 2 4 

Wra of same geometrically atterned brocade lined and ruched with black velvet 
“ Ss p 


A 








FEW IMPORTANT NEW 


ON EVENING 


DRESS 


HE smartest clipped heads are prevailingly shingled rather 
than bobbed. Many more long-haired coiffures are now in 
evidence than during the spring. The four-knob arrange- 
ment on this page is typical of the coiffures conceived to produce, 
with long hair, the skull silhouette characteristic of the shingle. 
No head-dresses are worn—a striking contrast to the winter mode, 
when scarcely a smart head was without some sort of bandeau. 
Many gowns which were shown in Harper’s Bazar anywhere 
from six to eighteen months ago are now seen at the smart 
restaurants and hotels. The two Lanvin evening gowns sketched 
on Madame Fokina (page sixty-eight of the November issue) are 
seen everywhere, exact copies as well as variations. Among the 
straight evening gowns most seen are the Chanel model of white 
crépe with horizontal steel bead embroidery, shown on page sixty- 
three of the March issue; and the Lanvin black lace gown with 
the cerise bow shown on page sixty-one of the May issue. 


NOTES 














Small duchess lace fan 
mounted on amber sticks. 
One bracelet of aquamarines 
and diamonds; many nar- 


rower bracelets ef diamonds. 
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fographs by White 


We thought that the ultimate 
triumph of maiter over mind 
had been reached on the ex- 
travaganza stage, but our de- 
duction was premature. The 
latest Winter Garden tops them 
all in the scene depicted 
above; an indescribable display 
drawn from one of King Neb- 
uchadrezzar’s recently deci- 
phered banquet programs. 


Ann Pennington and Brooke Johns have been added to the 


ON BROADWAY long list of stars in the brilliant new summer “Follies.” 
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Alfred Cheney Johnston 
QUEENIE 


She Ran-Away-With-the-Show. Not as small boys sometimes 
“run away with the circus,” but even as every Broadway substar 
dreams. “Some day,” dreams the substar, “‘they’” (the audience, 
of course) “will see me and want me and call for me and make 


me the star before ‘the star That is what Queenie Smith did 





SMITH 


on the evening of the opening of ,‘Helen of Troy, N.Y.” 
The audience. cheered and called for Queenie Smith and made 
her the star before “the star.’ Gracious Helen Ford, the star, 
joined in the applause and gave affectionate demonstration of 
her genuine good sportsmanship. It was a notable evening. 
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A New 


Wuat Has ALREADY 
HAPPENED: 


HE trouble started 

when Pelham Franklin 

went off on a yachting 

trip without his wife. Bea 

trix Franklin was to have a 

baby and that was why he 

vent away. Actually, be 
cause Beatrix sent him. 

Unfortunately, Pelham did 

not go on that yachting trip 


alone. His cousin, Mrs. 
McKenzie, was a thoroughly 
adequate chaperon. Then 


there was May Beamish, 
whom Mrs. McKenzie had 
brought with her. 

May, however, could make 
no impression whatever on 
Pelham. He was too utterly 
engrossed in his young and 
lovely wife 

But when Beatrix Franklin 
found a letter to Pelham 
signed “your wee friend 
May,” she decided to have 
a bit of fun out of it. He 
shouldn't have gone on that 
yachting trip anyway 

So Beatrix called up a man 
vhom Pelham particularly 
disliked, and they took a long 
motor ride together, from 
vhich they returned really 
quite late. 

Well, the upshot was that 
Pelham and Beatrix had a 
violent quarrel and Pelham 


umped into his car and 
darted off to his old bachelor 
quarters. 

Meanwhile, the interesting 
May's husband had come 
over to America. 


Sixteu Pari 


\ ELL, the thin thread of 
Franklin’s marriage 
had been broken. There was 
no doubt about that. Beatrix 
had set out to hurt her man 
a little in payment of the 
grudge that had grown and 
grown in a queer contradic 
tory corner of her mind whik 
she was waiting for her baby, 
and had succeeded in hurting 
him so much that he had 
valked out and left her. 
He had said to himself, 
I'm turned down, kept off, 


justice in it. Not a cent’s worth of excuse for it. 
I've done nothing that I wasn't told to do and that 


vith the greatest reluctance 


vaiting, after pain and terror and thankfulness, 
up goes a stone wall. All right. It’s over; I'm 
tt climbing. I can take nothing that isn't given.” 
(nd from the moment whe 


Novel Emphasizing the Sanctity 


ANOTHER SCANDAL 


By Cosmo HamittTon 


Author of “Scanzxdel’’ 


Lilustrated by Maurice L. Bower 


HARPER’S BAZAR 


of Marriage 


Hoe far responsible is a man for his ozen actions after he has been thrust out of his 


on home? Or thinks he has—zehich is almost as bad. Especially when there 1s 


another ccoman ready to move heaven and earth to attain his interest. It 1s an inter- 


esting question ehich Cosmo Hamilton suggests in this instalment of “ Another Scandal.” 


“AIL right, it's over and that had 


refused. There's no ? , : ; ; 
Beatrix had seen the nice, ugly face of the 


poet in goggles, because she had flown to 
\t the end of my the window, and like everybody else she 
read the word failure that was stamped 
upon it and immediately locked her door.” 


n he put his Iatch-key 





into the door of a place which, 
a little over an hour before, 
had belonged to a time that 
had been put completely 
away by marriage, all he 
knew was that he was out. 
All he could say was that it 
was over. He was not a 
thief and he was not a bully. 
She had put up a stone wall 
and he wasn’t climbin«. 
That was the end. 


E HAD not stopped to 

think that it would be 
impossible to live in these 
rooms in their present condi- 
tion. Also he had come 
away without having pitched 
anything into a bag. And so 
there he was, with all his 
money; with that charming 
old house which he had just, 
in a sort of way, kicked over; 
with a yacht as big as a 
young liner lying in the river, 
and with this horribly ex 
pensive apartment in a state 
of chaos, without a_ pillow 
upon which to rest a tired 
and angry head. 

It was perfectly true that 
the Plaza was only fifty 
strides away and that there 
were dozens of other hotels 
within five minutes’ walk. 
But was he going to present 
himself to any of their gaping 
clerks in the wee small hours 
without a bag of any sort and 
ask for a room? He would 
be shot first. “‘ Damn every 
thing,” he said to the echoing 
walls. “I’m no better than 
a poor devil of a hobo. I'm 
utterly down and out and 
all I can do is to walk the 
streets, or go round to the 
garage and camp in the car.” 

And so, without the comfort 
and companionship of a pipe, 
he got into his car and sat 
there with his legs stretched 
out, his hands in his pockets 
and his eyes on failure. 

Poor old Pel! He saw 
himself too old for this girl, 
which hit him hard; but 
beyond and above that he 
saw himself as distasteful 
to her. She had told him so, 
after he had waited so long, 


put him out. That was theend. He 
wasn’t a thief and he wasn’t a bully. And soit was 
over, because he was not the man to climb that sort of 
wall. The imp, invented by Beatrix as an excuse for 
her last and most reckless indulgence in girl-stuff, 
had left her a grass-widow with a fatherless boy, 
and broken up a marriage that had had every chance 
of becoming a little garden in a wilderness. 

Jt was at a moment the following day when 
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“With her head over her shoulder, like Lot's inquisitive wife, wee 
May watched the tall wiry figure among the swarming humanity.” 


Pelham was getting very badly in the way of the 
small army of cleaners and arrangers who had taken 
possession of his apartment that Malcolm walked in. 

All the way up in the train that was filled with 
commuters Malcolm, very worried and anxious, 
had been working out a plan of attack. He was 
bound to think of it as an attack because, knowing 
Pelham through and through, he was certain that 
he would find a man whose anger and humiliation 
and wounded pride had built round him a Gibraltar 
of impregnability. 

Inspired with the hope that he might be able to 
achieve something that wotld bring his friends 
together again, Malcolm went off without a word 
to any one. His job, he told himself, hoping that 
Beatrix had been merely playing the fool, was to get at 
Pel before all the rocks that he must already have 
surrounded himself with had settled firmly into place. 


TEPPING over the brawny Irishwoman who was 
scrubbing the threshold of the once familiar apart- 
ment, he made for the sitting-room, where Pel 
was standing on an oasis of dust in the midst of 
the cleaning fluid that was being used upon the floor. 
He met his friend’s expected glare with courage. 
“Tf you want to know what I’m here for,” he said 


shortly, “on a day when the city’s a loathsome hole, 
get off that square of dust and come outside.” 

And he disappeared from the open door, stepped 
over the corsetless Irish form and went out into the 
small bemarbled space facing the elevator shaft. 
To which, after a pause sufficiently long to prove 
that he was entirely without curiosity, Pelham fol 
lowed him. 

The two friends looked each other over, and when 
Malcolm saw the tired eyes and creased clothes of 
his friend a great sympathy took the place of right- 
eous indignation and revived his intention to move 
heaven and earth to bring about a reconciliation. 
He was, he confessed to himself, much as he loved 
Beatrix, on the side of Pelham in this unfortunate 
split, which made his job all the more difficult. 

But he didn’t say so. He went off at a rather 
brainy tangent, to convey the impression that he 
had decided to mind his own business and butt 
into the marriage question no further. ‘I’m going 
to cut my holiday short and get bac!: to Paris,” 
he said casually. 

‘Good idea,’ said Pelham. 
weeks and I'll go with you.” 

That was exactly what he didn’t want. 
take Pelham home, not to put 


“Wait for a few 
He had 


come to three 


thousand miles between his two best friends. 

But why a few weeks?” he asked, to mark time. 

“T must make this place fit to live in and see my 
lawyers. Then I shall be free.” 

HE word “free” echoed from wall to wall of 

that small place like the discharge ofagun. It 
staggered Malcolm out of his badly assumed in 
difference and brought him back immediately to 
the root of this uncomfortable call. 

“Do you mean to suggest that you're going to 
take this to your lawyers without giving it another 
chance?” he said breathlessly. 

“Wouldn't vou?” asked Pelham, with a sort of 
icy bluntness. 

**No, I certainly shouldn't. 
bring everything down with a clatter, like a bull in 


Good God, you can't 


a china shop!” 

“Can’t 12 Why not? It’s perfectly simple.” 

 But—but isn’t there anything to be done to put 
your marriage back on at least some semblance of its 
old footing?” 

“No, nothing,’ said Pelham. 

Malcolm gasped. ‘But I don’t see—upon my 
soul, I don’t see what’s happened to—to take you 


to these lengths!” (Continued on page oS) 
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This photograph, by Baron de Meyer, has much of the charming 
spirit of childhood, the naive simplicity that is the most enchanting 
thing a child may possess. The little frilled white muslin frock 
from Paquin is as quaint as the frocks the children in the de Mon- 
vel drawings wear—and as smart. The bonnet, a soft frame for 
the small face, is of white straw, with pink frills and rosebuds. 
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Our artist in Paris has caught the busy and 
smart French child improving its shining hours 
and wearing the inevitable short gloves, denoting 
that it really is a smart child. 
piece model worn by the young-man-about-town 
being towed by his nurse is really as simple and 


The modish one- 


as attractive a costume as the very young can weer. 
The two little girls with very short skirts are ui- 
doubledly French; we think maybe the one in the 
middle is an American. The child with the 
ball has her skirts decidedly at half-mast, in the 
French manner that is assuredly picturesque. 


THE SMART CHILD 





Baron de Meyer Pauses in his Contemplation of the 
Gay Lido to Write of Well-dressed Children and to Tell 
us Something of his Cwn Interesting Small Boy Days 


Y DEPARTURE for the Lido has sufiiced to 

drive most things out of my head. I’ve set- 

tled down to a life of basking in the sun, and 
nothing else seems to matter—nothing, except of 
course Harper’s Bazar! Being lazy hardly de- 
scribes my vacation mood. I should call my condi- 
tion “dazed,” “stupefied by heat, by sun, and prin- 
cipally by doing nothing.” 

There is, indeed, very little I can tell you about 
children’s clothes without my precious notes, made 
at the cost of such heroic efforts. Picture me, mis- 
erably seated on one of the innumerable chairs in the 
Avenue du Bois de Boulogne observing children and 
inspecting their garments. Picture me, spending 
additional hours in the Champs Elysées—watching 
more children at play, at Punch and Judy, or being 
driven in small carts drawn by goats! 

The children certainly were enjoying themselves. 
But what about me? 


CHILDREN, THEN AND Now 


WOULD so much rather be telling you about 
Venice and the Lido—and say as little as possible 
on the subject of children! You would surely gain 
by it, for though I myself was born in Paris, have 
played in the Champs Elysées, and once upon a time 
occupied a box-seat in one of the goat-carts, I never 


have given the subject of children’s clothes any 
intelligent thought since. 

One thing, I cannot recollect, in my own child- 
hood days, ever to have seen children as elegantly 
dressed, or shall I say overdressed, as they are now. 
I was intensely surprised by what I saw from my 
chair in the Champs Elysées, my inspection delib- 
erately centered on little girls. I compared their 
clothes to those my sister wore when she was a tiny 
mite. She was in those days considered a spoiled 
and pampered child, and very elegant. Her clothes 
were bought in shops that bore appropriate and 
romantic names, such as “A l’amour maternel” or 
“A Venfant voué au bleu et au blanc”! To be dressed 
by these houses was then the height of chic. Now, I 
am told, smart children are not satisfied unless their 
clothes are made by Lanvin, Chéruit, or Paquin. 
The various houses show a new collection every 
season, as carefully prepared as for their mothers! 

Skirts very short, worn high up above bare knees, 
seem, at the present moment, the most character- 
istic note of a child’s get-up. In fact, the more the 
length of the material between neck and skirt-edge 
is diminished, the more fashionable the child looks, 
or, shall I say, more picturesque? It might be more 
correct. Innumerable frills of taffeta or muslin are 
used lavishly, but always made to produce the most 
abbreviated of skirts that seem so necessary for chic. 


The French way of dressing children is certainly 
quaint, for they look as if they stepped out of pic- 
ture-books. Modern painters, Boutet de Monvel, 
for instance, have had a far-reaching influence on 
modern children’s clothes and have made us regard 
those amusing little beings as quite a matter of 
course. When they are pretty, have lovely hair 
decorated by large taffeta bows, they are charming, 
and deserve to be called “little dears,’’ even if in 
some cases “little monkeys” might be more appro- 
priate. 


THE VERY YOUNG PERSONALITY 


ORMERLY restrictions were observed as to 

suitable colors for the very young; these were 
unwritten laws. A child could only be dressed in 
white, pink or blue; it would have been thought 
absurd if it had appeared in violet or yellow, these 
being considered “old” colors!) Now, mother wears 
pink and blue; and a pair of twins I met out walking, 
a boy and girl aged five, were dressed in very short 
violet frieze coats, with large cambric collars, violet 
hats and violet shoes to match. I have to admit 
they looked delightful; their youth did not suffer. 

[ also met a canary-colored little girl, in frilly, 
abbreviated garments, with cowslips in her bon- 
net. Another tiny little (Concluded on page 110) 
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(Middle drax iny From the shoul- 
ders of a pale yellow Georgette crépe 
frock flies a little square plaited cape. 


A beige cloth coat that adHuy young 
woman of the world would advise; 


collar and sleeves stitched with silk. 


The well-trained parent supplies a 
little color with the inevitable white 
frock; white crépe with red and blue. 


Green-blue cré pe—for the cooler days, 
you know—with really sophisticated 
white embroidery down the front. 
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(Left) Fine beige crépe, in minute plaits; and the 
skirt is merely three ruffles. The designer had the 
wise idea of trimming the frock with tiny buttons. 





’ ~~ The tiny French girl wears a little wisp of a frock— 
(| hardly large enough to flag even a toy train with— 


made of green crépe, embroidered with gold thread. 


/ 
= } gf’ Shell-pink crépe de Chine, scalloped like the petals of 


a small pink rose, has a binding of dull blue crépe. 
The girdle is a line of pink crépe petals, bound in blue. 











TAY, CrP 





These half-pint modes are as tmporlant—as any sen- 
stble person will tell you—as grown-up ones. Blue 
and white crépe, with tucks. Green crépe with cut-work. 
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(Below) One does like to keep up with the mode. 
This affair of the“ tailleur,” for instance— this suit is 
of blue rep, combined with Rodier crinkled cotton. 
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(Above) When one has begun to live 
Io 3) f . 
; one’s own life, one walks in the 
, “€ Bois in a severe beige rep cout. 


(Above, right) We ask you, is there 
anything smarter than this little bli 
serge coat over yellow plaid taffeta¢ 
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Although the fabrics of 
this rose chiffon frock 
over while salin are 
rather elaborate for the 
very young, the frock is 
made so simply, with its 
liny bodice and ruffled 
skirt, that it ts quite ap 
propriate; from Paquin. 
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Minute ruffles, row upon 
charming row, completely 
cover this Lanvin frock 
of gray taffeta. Each 
ruffle is edged with a 
bright line of scarlet so 
that the frock is very gay. 
The small ‘‘cloche”’ hat 
is gray, like the frock. 


(Left) This whole 
costume, from Paquin, 
is a bit old-fashioned, 
which is pleasant in these 
loo-sophisticated days. 
The frock is white muslin 
with a few primly fluted 
ruffles; bonnet of white 
straw with pink rose- 
buds and tiny ruffles. 
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LES MODELES OEPOSES 





Pale blue chiffon, with very light and delicate silver em- 
broidery, is made into a frock for a tiny girl to wear on 
formal occasions. The gown worn by the lady, also from 
Chéruit, is of silver lamé tissue, brocaded in turquoise blue, 


green, gray, and brown. This lovely fabric has been beauti- 
fully draped in the slim classic lines of the chemise frock. 
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The models on this page 
ure from 


B. ALTMAN 


Though still hopelessly 
voung, one may vet be 
astonishingly smart tu 
blue twill and black braid. | 


|| 








A third frock of blue Poiret twill, worn by a 
third bobbed-haired young lady, has louches 
of lighter blue Canton crépe on its bodice. 





It gives a certain savoir-faire lo even 
extremely youthful pursuits when one 
\j pursues them in beaded blue Poiret twill. 








Translations Jrom more mature dance = | [ I Y O . 7_ I I I U L M O D E M A N A G E S TO 


frocks: Silver lace on orchid chiffon. and 


pink taffeta with a huge mat hing bow. E X P R K S S I T S P E R S O N A i, ey Y 
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\ lwo little school suits are of the new Viatka squirrel makes the softly flattering Mademoiselle is comfortingly grown up, 
severely tailored sort. One is of brown and collar of a three-piece cloth suit with detach- practically a débutante, when she wears a 
tan checked cloth, with collar of fitch fur. able silk blouse. 1 wool coat im tan slim, sophisticated coat of gray camel’s-hair 
The other is navy blue with blue stitching and black plaid has a semt-cape effect. or a plaid wool collared with beaver 

















THE 


SUB-DEBUTANTE 





RETAINS 


A SLENDER SILHOUETTE 













One of the new tailored 


dark blue Chéruit twill 
and powder blue crépe. 


Even the mode wither- 
ingly referred to as 
“misses” ts ruffled. 
Blue twill; ciré ribbon. 








This brief bodice and plaited skirt of beige 
Charmeen would surely please any girl 


who, though voung, has advanced ideas. 
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Since the straight coat tied on the hip is one 
of the smartest silhouettes, a brown wool of 
this promenade with 
in front of a coat of gray all-wool fleece. 


sort may swank 





The models on this page 
are from 


FRANKLIN SIMON 


cs 


\ 
ae = | 
Wy \ | 
\| = \ 
5 — : 
\\ \ 
\ | 
=" x \ 
) lh \\\ »* 
a ) 
\V \\ 
/ \ 


A rather masculine edition of an autumn 
walking coat is of plaid in shades of brown. 
The Oxford cloth tailleur has all its edges 
bound with braid and ts severely smart. 


street frocks is made of 
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Smart frocks for dances of the younger set 
are of coral Georgette crépe with a blue 
moire bow, and of yellow chiffon with lace. 
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The satisfying, worldly lines of the mature 
mode are adopted for a tailleur of tan and 
black cloth, and for another of an imported 
over-plaid with jacket in plaiin 








fabric. 
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THE 
OF BEING 


A One-act 


A 


Play by RACHEL 
A New 


- ‘ 
Version 


Marshall at home and in her own drawing-room. They have 
discussed in detail everything that has happened in the inter- 
vening twenty-four hours since they saw each other and have then come 
as usual to Chichester. 
It is spring and the slight idleness and relaxation is in the air which 
comes to women before they leave town—after their winter of intensive 
living. 


CO Mershal at BIDDLE has had the rare luck of finding Nancy 


Nancy looks especially well in this room. The tapestries are a good 
background for her and she sits as quietly, as regal and aloof as one of 
the great portraits on the walls. The blazing daringness of Connie’s 
brazen modernness stands out as a strong bizarre blotch of color in 
this atmosphere. 


Connie [is saying as she peers into her small mirror at her alert face— 
appreciating how much more telling it is than the beauty of most 


IMPORTANCE 
WOMAN 


CROTHERS in 





“Connie [as she peers in- 
to her small mirror at her 
alert face) ‘Well—marry 
him for a while anyway 


999 


and see how you like it. 


She 


which Presents 


Old Game 


of an 
Benda 


women|—Well—marry him for a while anyway and see how you like it. 

Nancy—But why? 

Connie—You need experience in that direction terribly. 

Nancy—Don’t be an idiot! 

Connie—You are the blankest page, so far as sex is concerned, of 
anything called a woman I ever knew. 

Nancy—Just because I’ve wiped men off the slate entirely since the 
war, doesn’t mean that I don’t know as much about them as any 
decent unmarried woman ever knows. 

Connie—But why not know still more? 

Nancy—Because other things are so much more important. Men 
don’t interest me as individuals 

Connie—No—just in large masses—as movements and bodies and 
so much power to be influenced. 

Nancy—Um—more or less—yes. 

Connie [applying her lipstick with the touch of an artist|—Not for me, 
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“Something large and 
beautiful and calm and 
sure, and very hard under 
the softness, checks Pat- 
tie’s glowing good faith.” 


thank you. I think men em masse are a joke. They’re nature’s great- 
est failure. But give me one man at a time and he’s the most diverting 
thing in the world—absolutely the only thing more important to a 
woman than herself. 

Nancy—No man on earth could possibly be as important to me as 
I am to myself. 

Connie—Yes, dear—you’re a superwoman—we all know that— 
president of more organizations, with your fingers in more uplifts and 
a larger income flowing into your check-book than most men have who 
have worked like dogs all their lives. Still, my darling—you are an 
old maid—and that’s an awfully stupid thing to be. 

Nancy—I’m not an old maid. I’ma woman who hasn’t married and 
I’m not sure that it isn’t the most distinguished thing a woman can be. 

Connie—It takes an awfully big woman to be unmarried and not be 
an old maid. Since we’re going in for frankness—I don’t think you’re 
quite up to that. 

Nancy—Who is in that class if I’m not? I haven’t slipped back 
one inch since the war. Most women who sort of rose to something 
during the war have slumped into themselves again, but I’ve gone on. 
My life gets much fuller and wider all the time. There’s no room for 
ordinary things. Why—w/y should I give up my own personal life— 
or let it be changed in the slightest degree for a man? 

Connie—Because no woman is complete without giving up everything 
on earth for at least one man in her life. 

Nancy—That’s rank old-fashioned outlived nonsense. A woman 
can be completely happy without men. 

Connie—You mean she makes a much better bluff at it now than she 
used to. 

Nancy—Not at all. She can be so deeply absorbed and fascinated 





and stimulated with other things that merely marrying a man is a step 
down and back. 

Connie—Eloquent, but not convincing. 

Nancy—A man is a handicap to a woman. If she loves him, either 
he dominates her or she has to drag him along to keep up with her. 

Connie—Oh, yes, love is hell—there’s no doubt about that—but 
it’s worth it. Harry was a rotter, but I wouldn’t have missed him for 
anything. My mad, ridiculous infatuation for him was the best thing 
I ever did. It has sort of i//uminated everything else. Go on, be a 
sport, Nancy, and marry Chichester. He’s perfect for you. You'll 
never find anything else so good. As much money as you have—so 
you can never kick him around—even better born—sand enough to 
stick up for himself—but not enough to ever interfere with you. He’s 
good-looking in the nicest, cleanest, healthiest British way, and all 
women adore him. What more do you want? 

Nancy—Oh, you don’t understand, Connie. Of course he’s all that. 
A man very much worth marrying—if a woman wants to marry. But 
it’s— Oh, it’s something too deep—too subtle to explain. It isn’t 
that I couldn’t be generous and give up lots of things and even like 
doing it. It isn’t that one side of my nature wouldn’t like being dom- 
inated and that it wouldn’t be an interesting experience to let oneself 
go—to let passion sweep one away for a while—it isn’t all that— 

Connie—Well, what is it then? 

Nancy—It’s that I wouldn’t be myse/f, alone—absolute—free—an 
entire and complete entity. All the other—the intoxication of being 
loved by a man who’s worth loving—all of it isn’t worth giving up the 
glorious sensation of being absolutely free—to think and feel and do and 
be exactly what I myself—my inmost self wants—at any time in any 
way I want it, and knowing that no other (Continued on page 106) 
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Photographs by Mattie Edwards Hewitt 


INTPOSING AMERICAN REPRODUCTION 
OF A TUDOR INTERIOR 


The Great Hall of “Inisfad,” extending through the center of the house, is 
frongly Tudor in feeling, with its tapestry-hung, oak-paneled walls and vaulted 
ciling. In this spacious living-room, filled with fine old English furniture ar- 
ranged in intimate groups, long windows open upon a broad grass terrace. The 


organ-loft, not shown in the illustration, occupics the west end of the room. 
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The north frontage of the house overlooks broad lawns and wooded 
stretches, through which winds the entrance driveway. Brown brick 
with limestone trim has been consistently used in the construction. 




















Above is a corner of the formal garden, which has been laid out in 


three levels, divided into box-bordered flower beds. A profusion of 


old-fashioned flowers and shaped hoxwood fills the upper terraces. 





J.T. Windrim, Architect 
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The main entrance to the house is 
through this stone archway flanked 
on cither side with flowering shrubs, 


THE LONG ISLAND ESTATE 
OF NICHOLAS IF. BRADY 


ic NISFAD,” at Roslyn, Long Island, comprising one of the 
largest and one of the most imposing estates that ex- 
tend along the North Shore, is situated on a hill commanding 
an extended view of rolling, wooded country. 

Within the house, the ground floor has been divided into a 
series of spacious rooms that includes the Great Hall and blue 
drawing-room, adjoining, with a small living-room, a library, and 
loggia in the east wing. A writing-room, a billiard-room and the 
large dining-room, paneled in deal wood, together with a breakfast- 
room opening off from the Great Hall, occupy the west wing. 

The second floor has been devoted to the bedroom suites and 
a private chapel, in which the elaborately executed Gothic panel- 
ing and wood-carving are of great beauty and delicacy. 
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“I’m Neptune of the shining seas, 


I rise to ask a favor: 
Just pass me over, if you please 
Some tastes of Campbell’s flavor!” 


21 kinds 


12 cents a can 





OU! 


> CAMPBELL Soup ComPANY ~ w* 
CAMDEN, N.J.,US.A 


Joie de vivre! Like so many French phrases you 
can’t translate it. But you can feel it! When things, 
big and little, sparkle with animation and color you 
are under its charm. Your tennis or your golf, your 
glorious gallop in the mountain air, your sunlit hours 
on the blue water—have you any English phrase to 
paint them? Or to portray your delicious sense of 
well-being as you sit down to table, say, and lift your 
spoon from a fragrant cup of Campbell’s Tomato Soup? 
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Look for This 
Trademark 


Stamped Inside 
of Fabric 




















/ Seis 
The new notes Jor 


THE LUXURY of wearing Reads’ 
Fabrics comes not only from their 
fine, rich texture. There is also the 
perfect assurance of Style. In seek- 
ing the new notes for Fall, fashion- 
able women will look instinctively 
for the Reads’ trademark stamped 
inside the garment or on the back 
of the goods bought by the yard. 
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PARIS 
Rue 


NEW YORK 
212 Fifth Avenue 
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THE ENFORCED CHEAT 


Gouverneur 


Morris’ 


Story 


(Continued from pages7) 


ship by pretending it to be the work of Martin 
Landseer. If the name is invented or bor- 
rowed, the man to find fault with rests some- 
where in China, in a richly lacquered coffin, 
in a tomb shaded by ginkgo trees. 

This only will I admit: that I have been the 
chief beneficiary under the use of that name. 
Half the distinguished people in the world 
wish to be friends with me (because they think 
I am something which Iam not). I have been 
enabled to play ducks and drakes with large 
sums of money, and I have been one of many 
million readers to be thrilled to the bone by 
the writings themselves. Any fool ought to 
see after two minutes’ conversation with me 
that I myself couldn’t have written those 
writings. But the fools don’t see, and the wise 
men don’t, either. 


AM writing this account of the whole 

affair for two reasons: to establish the 
truth, and to sg oer the reputation of 
Martin Landseer. For fools latterly have hurt 
that reputation, and I am the fool who is 
chiefly at fault. 

In the preface of the first collection of 
Landseer’s tales, I told briefly how manu- 
scripts of his had come into my possession, 
and how my sole title in them was that of a 
trustee and pecuniary beneficiary. Instead of 
finding credence, I woke to find my own name, 
hitherto only known in arboricultural circles, 
famous as that of a new and gifted romancer. 
Conscious that my only title to fame was my 
discovery of Landseer and his works, I once 
more reiterated the truth in print and then 
dropped the matter. Having plenty of money 
to spend, for the first time in my life, induced 
in my character a kind of carelessness and 
laziness from which I had never yet suffered. 
I became a young man about the town and 
about the country. I bedded late and rose 
late. Enforced fame merely amused me. To 
one who had lived an adventurous but stonily 
hard life, all that was luxurious, softened, and 
brightly go had a tremendous appeal. I 
no longer had to trouble my head about 
money. Even financially, the success of Land- 
seer’s first books was instantaneous. 

Men in the writing line wrote me letters of 
the most generous admiration. Always I 
answered, “‘Don’t praise me. Praise Land- 
seer,” or words to that effect. I was not be- 
lieved, and certain ones answered back that 
“Really, you know, there is such a thing as 
running an attempt at anonymity into the 
ground.” Truth-telling got me no likers. 
Those to whom I told the truth judged me to 
be a liar for the pure love of lying. Some of my 
old friends I kept; with some I broke. I broke 
with those who openly persisted in disbelieving 
me. 

Whenever the time seemed ripe, or whenever 
I found that I had been spending too much 
money, I gave the world some new work of 
Landseer’s. For some years, preparing his 
manuscripts very leisurely for publication 
was the only difference between me and a con- 
firmed idler. And after a time I gave up deny- 
ing that I was the author. Repeating the 
same truth over and over had become alto- 
gether too tedious. 

The habit of spending grips a man and grows 
upon him like any other vice. Books of Land- 
seer appeared at shorter and shorter intervals. 
And men spoke of my tremendous energy and 
productivity. They went further. They 
thanked God for it. Merely to be contempo- 
raneous with such a genius as mine made life 
worth living, they said. 


AS FOR me, I lived like the proverbial 
‘ prince. My engagement book was 
always full. I no longer stuffed myself into a 
narrow apartment, but expanded into a fine 
house just off the upper Avenue. and had plans 
drawn for another on Long Island. The hard- 
riding set, into which a love of horses and out- 
door life had drawn me, accepted me as one 
of themselves. They didn’t care whether I 
wrote for a living, or manufactured nails. And 
they liked me because I rode straight and lived 
straight enough. Of my supposed authorship, 
they said only that I was unlike other authors. 

“He won't talk shop,” they said. “If he’s 
conceited about anything, it’s his golf, which 
is quite the worst thing he does. He has his 
hair cut short every ten days, and he dresses 
in the prevailing fashion.” 

Even the women gave up talking to me 
about books. I made them. It was very easy. 
I would say, ‘You are the only person who 
understands me, without a word said.” And 
the thing was done. But of course the under- 
standing had to be mutual. 


After five years of mild flirting. which I 


The 
Fifth Avenue’s fa 
All women, 


smart Paris coiffure 
vored method of 
however, who 


enjoyed hugely, Miss Sybil Andrews was pre- 
sented to society, and I fell in love with her, 
She rode and drove (animals or cars) "y per- 
fection. ‘Like a thief,’ was the M. F. H.’s 
way of expressing it. She was poet at all 
games, honest, delightfully naive, and pretty 
asa witch. I must have fallen in love with her 
at first sight, but I did not know it until | 
heard her say to young Timmins, “‘ No, I’ve 
never read any of Landseer’s stuff, and I don’t 
propose to, or any thing else, till I’m quite an 
old lady.’ 

“There,” I thought at once, 
companion for me. 

She didn’t want to be in love with me or 
anybody else. She wanted to ride and drive 
and play games and dance until she was too 
old, and then she hoped that some kind fate 
would drop a brick on her head. But one day 
her horse fell with her and rolled on her, and 
she was laid up for six weeks. As soon as she 
was able to see her friends, you may be sure 
that she saw me. The first day that she was 
allowed to walk the length of the veranda, it 
was upon me that she leaned. The sun had 
been shining and I made hay. She couldn't 
ride—I wouldn't ride. Whatever she had to 
give up for the time being, I gave up volun- 
tarily. And I lost no opportunity to tell her 
how much I loved her; but she doubted and 
hesitated, blew hot, blew cold, was rather 
crazy about me one day, and only friendly the 
next, until one gorgeous autumn night of 
unsurpassed clarity and_ brightness, we 
strolled after dinner in her father’s garden, 
and suddenly, I don’t know just how it came 
about, so great was the wonder and dazzle 
ment of the fact, I had her in my arms and 
we were kissing each other. And all was well 
with us. 


“is the life's 


HE next morning as we rode to the meet | 

told her father. At first he faced his prob- 
lem shyly and with awkwardness. He began 
by saying that he was greatly surprised. 
Then he said: 

“T suppose you know that Sybil isn’t at all 
bookish.’ 

‘I hope you don’t think I am.” 

“Well, of course, you know—” 
broke into an embarrassed guffaw. 

**\ man named Landseer,”’ I said patiently, 

“bequeathed me his manuscripts and _ all 
rights in them, except the right to pose as the 
author of them. Is that clear? It’s as if he 
had left me a box full of bonds. I cut the 
coupons. That’s all. I have had no hand in 
building up the properties against which the 
bonds were issued. I am no more bookish than 
Sybil is. All our tastes are in common.” 

“You might at least confide in the man you 
propose to make your father-in-law,” he said 
a little stiffly. ‘‘But let that pass. Every- 
body knows who Martin Landseer really is, 
but no matter—”’ 

“T could show you the 
selves.” 

It was not the first time I had issued this 
challenge. Always the answer had been the 
same. 

“T don’t want to see them. 
own way.” 

As always, I ended by dropping the subject. 

‘We want to be married,” I said. 

“You don’t think I’m rich, I hope,” he said, 
“because I'm not. Sybil throws money away. 
You'll find her an expensive proposition.” 

I thought of my immense reserve of manu- 
scripts. And I said: “I am making more 
money than anybody else who wri—er—is in 
the same line of business. The rewards are 
very big.””. And I told him roughly what I had 
received within the last year. He whistled. 
And that practically put an end to our 
conversation. 

“I’ve no objection,” he said. “I like you; 
and Sybil, like any other American girl w ho 
runs her father into debt, is her own mistress. 

We had planned a life of riding and roving, 
we two to be sufficient to ourselves. And we 
were sorry when we found that there was going 
to be a baby, but we were glad when there 
actually was one. She looked so much like 
baby pictures of Sybil that I had the pleasure 


and he 


manuscripts them- 


Have it your 


of being in love with two people at once. She 
only weighed eight pounds, but she was very 
complicated. We could neither take her 


riding nor roving. So we planned for our- 
selves a differentiated style of life. and we 
began to build the house that I had had 
designed. 

It seemed unwise to both of us for our baby 
to grow up without a companion of somewhere 
near her own age. And we hoped for a boy. 
A boy would have made a solid, well-squared 

(Continued on page 88) 
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hair in some newer, smarter way this fall must read the 
article on the subject in the September Har per’s Bazar. 
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family of us. But fortunately—I say fortu- 
nately because I have yet to look a gift-horse 
in the mouth—there arrived. instead of the 
boy we had counted on and prepared for, two 
girls. 

\mong other things, Sybil and I have al- 
ways agreed upon this, that three is an un- 
lucky number. So we invited another baby to 
come and live with us, and this time a bov 
came. And shortly after his arrival Sybil 
and I discovered that we were in strict agree- 
ment about another important matter relating 
to numbers. “ Enough,” we said, “is enough.” 
And we shook hands on that. 


Por. me the wish to be always riding and 
roving no longer existed. My dormant 
love of trees and flowers waked and became a 
guiding impulse. And I began to plan — 
and landscapes and to execute them. Now 
marriage is expensive, and babies are ; expen- 
sive, but the most expensive thing in this 
world is moving dirt. And I began to recog- 
nize the old familiar sensation of being hard 
up. But to relieve that sensation it was only 
necessary to be a little more generous with 
Martin Landseer’s manuscripts. His name, 
therefore, began to appear more frequently 
on the title pages of magazines, and in the 
seasons’ lists of books. 

Old friends had long since given up the prac- 
tice of accusing me to my face of being Land- 
seer; but I had reason now to see that they 
still believed in the identity. ‘‘The stories— 
the wonderful stories—used to be so few and 
far between,” they said. ‘“‘And there were 
never enough poems. And everybody is so 
glad that you—we mean, of course, your pa- 
tron, Landseer—has begun to take himself 
seriously and get down to real business. Of 
course, it would be a pity for him to attempt 
too much, but—oh, my dear fellow, it is so 
wonderful not to have to wait so long between 
bull’s-eyes!”’ et cetera, et cetera. 

Meanwhile, Sybil, who was still very young, 
had not been mastered by the same impulses 
of domesticity which had overpowered me. 
She didn’t feel that she had wasted her best 
years in child-bearing, but she did feel that 
for the present she had done her share toward 
the establishment of a home. Landscapes did 
not interest her. Country was either good to 
hunt over, or it wasn’t. She has yet to learn 
the difference between an azalea and a rhodo- 
dendron. With reference to a tree. I have yet 
to hear her employ a more scientific specifica- 
tion than “‘that tree over there.”” That isn’t 
the whole truth. I did hear her the other day 
quoting some lines of Kingsley’s to the Laps- 
ley boy: 


“He killed her at the bush against a pollard 
willow tree. 


And I interrupted them and asked her if she 
knew what kind of a tree a pollard willow was, 
and after some thought, she said: “If it were a 
man, it would be the kind of man that sits in 
the front row at a music al show, wouldn’t it?” 

However, Sybil’s ignorance of science is 
neither here nor there, excepting to show that 
in unessential things we had begun to drift 
apart, and to lead particular lives. I was 
knocking on the door beyond which is middle 
age. To Sybil, middle age seemed as far off as 
the Elizabethan age or the Augustan. She 
was not yet thirty. And the tango and the 
maxixe had just come to town. 


BU for present calamities I blame no one. 
The most astounding literary prestige and 
success has its limitations. While the manu- 
scripts lasted we should never want for any- 
thing, but there is an end to everything, and 
one noon after a morning of elaborate counting 
and calculation, I discovered that at the pres- 
ent rate of publication, that famous author, 
Martin Landseer, would be written out in 
exactly ten years. There would always be 
some sort of an income, a big income, per- 
haps, but I couldn’t be sure. And I began to 
think with agony of leaving behind me a fam 
ily in reduced circumstances. Just how I 
stood financially, I did not know at the mo- 
ment. It took me nearly a month to find out. 
And when I found out, it took me some days 
to realize that any man, given my opportu- 
nity, could have been such a wasteful, blither- 
ing fool 

Against my town property I levied a 
mortgage of eighty thousand dollars. The 
shadow of sixty-five thousand hung over my 
Long Island property. In the last year I had 
moved dirt and big trees to the tune of nearly 
thirty thousand, and I had just finished run- 
ning through an advance of twenty-five thou- 
sand from my publishers. My own personal 
bills (payable) made me shudder; but when I 
thought of what Sybil’s must be, I began to 
be frizhtened. 

But I am not going to lecture on domestic 
economy. I had to pull myself together, to 
restrain Sybil's extravagance. to retrench. and 
to look ahead. At this time almost all the 
securities dealt in on the New York Stock 
Exchange were selling at a very low level. 


Men who understand these things, and whom 
I trust, told me that the investor had never 
been confronted with a more golden oppor- 
tunity. Business was on the mend_ and they 
promised me that in the course of the next 
two or three years I must in all likelihood 
double my money. 

They were, of course, in ignorance of the 
fact that I had no money to double. After 
cursing my general shiftlessness and stupidity 
for several days, there occurred to me an 
extremely happy thought. “Martin Land- 
seer,” I said to myself, “is not prolific enough. 
That is my whole difficulty. But he can be 
just about as prolific as I choose to make him. 
And he shall be.” 

In various coat pockets, in the drawer of 
my work-table, serving as marks in books, 
and stuffed into odd places, I had a whole raft 
of letters from editors and publishers, not only 
in this country but in England. I had alse 
letters from producers of plays. One and all 
clamored for something or other from the pen 
of Martin Landseer. He was at liberty to 
name his own terms. One man wanted a 
dozen short stories; another a novel of man- 
ners, or a romance. Many, otherwise devoted 
to fiction, would be glad of an essay; there was 
a large demand for poems. And, of course, the 
theatrical people wanted plays. After a day’s 
hard work with the manuscripts to see what 
was available, without breaking Landseer’s 
bequested sequence, I began to answer these 
letters as fast as I could write. In some cases, 
in spite of the business depression, I named 
and obtained the most outrageous terms, and 
within a month checks of noble proportions 
were coming in by every mail. 

The events of the next twelve months are 
history. I have left the exact figures up-stairs 
and it’s too much trouble to go after them 
But during the winter there were four Land- 
seer plays playing to crowded Broadway 
houses at the same time; and the year closed 
in a blaze of four glorious novels, published at 
intervals of twenty-four hours, so as not to 
break the enjoined sequence of the serials 
which ran simultaneously in four magazines; 
and of the rain of short stories, essays, and 
poems it is unnecessary to speak. 


EFORE the warm flood of money my 

mortgages and my debts melted away, and 
I became a steady purchaser of such securities 
as my friends who understand such things 
advised. And, indeed, at the close of the year 
a majority of my purchases could have been 
sold for more than I had paid for them. Busi- 
ness conditions still improved and the high 
rise was sure to come. 

“Why,” said I to myself, “should Landseer 
stop being productive?” And while the man- 
uscripts lasted I could see no good reason why 
he should, “One more great flood of money 
to soak up the securities that are still beg- 
ging,” I said ‘Then the great rise, and I 
shall be a rich man and my wife and children 
will be rich after me.” 

The market was still greedy for Landseer, 
and I poured Landseer into the market until 
it fairly dripped literature. As for that other 
market in Broad Street, the great rise had 
begun. It was slow and steady but, as the 
world knows, it has lasted for two years 
without a serious setback, and the end is 
not yet That, however, is neither here nor 
there. The stock market no longer concerns 
me. I am as rich as I wish to be. And 
should I wish to splurge, there are still many 
writings, and the best of all, in the red 
lacquered coffin. 

Only this is germane, that unwittingly, 
and of course only temporarily, I have 
injured Landseer’s reputation among critics 
and amateurs of letters the world over. 

““No man,” these say, “can possibly pro- 
duce so much, and do his best.’’ One critic 
Ww rites: 

“Landseer’s work is falling off. He has 
grown careless. ...Is it possible that he 
has turned Theseus and is hunting for the 
Golden Fleece?” 

Intimate friends have taken me aside and 
given me advice from the heart: 

“You're hurting yourself, old man. People 
ee they say that you are out for the 
stuff, and as long as you don’t need money— 
you don’t, do you2—why, you belong to the 
world, and to posterity and—” 

“You mean Landseer does.” 

“You know what I mean . . . but have it 
your own way. I'm only telling you what 
people say, and how the thing looks to me. 

‘The stuff still seems to sell.” 

“Tt won’t, as soon as the public gets wise to 
the fact that you aren’t giving them what you 
used to give them, and what you still could 
give them, if only you'd taken a /ittle more 
pains. 

‘But I think that each new book is an im- 
on ement on the last. I think there is still, 
as there has been since the beginning, a steady 
growth in—oh, i in every way. 

Oh, it’s a ridiculous situation. Because 
people think a thing is so, they draw the 

‘oncluded on page V2) 
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MRS. BRIGGS AT DEAUVILLE 


Article 


(Cominued from page 43) 


office since prohibition, and before their 
seven o'clock dinner mixed himself a cocktail 
whose ingredients were kept under lock and 
ke y Le an oak dresser in the dining-room. 

dear, one oughtn’t to come to such 
places el ad anescort. It’s a man’s work,” 
ow said, recovering her wonted perspicacity 
where her own comfort was involved. 

‘I think you got through splendidly,” said 
Mrs. Mackin soothingly. She had stood in the 
background, thankful that it was Mrs. Briggs 
and not herself who was at the front. 

They looked at the menu. The price was 
not indicated. It seemed a fearful lot of food. 
Melon, soup, mayonnaise of salmon, chicken 
en cocotte (Mrs. Briggs tripped up on the 
word ), lamb, salad, and a sweet. 

“T only hope I’ve got money enough. I 
put in an extra thousand because I thought 
we'd go into the rooms afterwards.” 

Mrs. Briggs had got the expression “the 
rooms” out of the Herald coming down on 
the train the day before, and felt, as she 
used it, that she had cut away the last link 
binding her to Thermopylae, New York, 
though the act was accompanied by an 
unaccustomed sense of lonely remoteness. 
It was a comfort to remember that on the 
round earth there was a place where she 
felt perfectly at home and was always “asked 
first to everything. 

“TI say let’s enjoy it while we're here. 
We're safe,” giggled Mrs. Mackin, ‘till we 
have to walk out, and we can sit as long as 
we like.”” She was partaking of that feeling of 
being temporarily, at least, in port. 

“We can dine at the hotel to-morrow night, 
or if I’m tired we'll just have something on a 
tray in my room,” Mrs. Briggs began, then 
stopped short. 

“There they are and coming to the table 
near me.” It was to one on the good side of 
Mrs. Briggs’s pillar. 


N RS. MACKIN, who had begun to cut 
+ her eye-teeth in a period of adversity, 
craned her neck and saw a tall man, with 
a military bearing, a dark mustache, a 
large nose, and a wrinkled, troubled brow. 
He had with him a very tall, very blonde 
woman, who walked in with a gently swaying 
gait and an air of complete indifference 
to her surroundings. She had dazzling arms 
and back, the transparent black of her plain 
gown, made quite high in front, dimming 
alone the whiteness of her breast. Her eyes 
were dark pits under a large, white forehead 
that she made no effort tosoften. Hermocth 
was a hard red bow. Her cheek bones promi- 
nent. A long rivulet-like diamond chain fell 
from her neck to her knees and gathered 
itself into a lake of light in her lap as she sat 
down. She didn’t speak to her companion, 
her gaze turning indifferently about the 
room. She opened a large black feather fan 
with diamond sticks. The circular sweep of 
her eyes took in the table occupied by Mrs. 
Briggs who got suddenly self-conscious again, 
though she had begun to feel part of the pic- 
ture. It was, after all, her table and she’d just 
paid out a lot of good money for it, and would 
have to pay a lot more before she could leave 
it. For the time being she belonged to that 
table and that table to her. It gave her a 
certain aplomb. She leaned over toward 

rs. Mackin. 

“Did you see her skirt? Long, my dear. 
I can’t think why Paquin gave me this ankle- 
length. However, I’m thankful I made Mr 
Briggs buy me my pearl earrings and necklace 
when he made all that first money. None of 
the women had them, and of course they 
were an awful price, though not a third that 
they'd be now. It was instinct, I guess. 
I couldn't have known I'd ever feel naked 
without them. age are sweet, too,”’ and 
she gave a friendly glance at Mrs. Mackin’s 
setting off her black « Iress, her clear skin, and 
early gray hair. 

‘Do you suppose a lot of this jewelry: is 
ancestral? They can’t all have made the 
money Mr. Briggs has made.” She saw 
the blonde woman reach out a large hand 
with cabochon emeralds the size of marbles 
on three fingers. Mrs. Briggs turned what 
she called her “marquise diamond ring” 
round into the palm of her right hand. These 
single big stones were so much more effective. 
At Christmas she would see what she could 
do with Hoey, if that coal deal w ent through. 

‘What do you suppose she is? Very— 
foreign, anyway.” she continued. ‘ ‘This morn- 
ing I could have sworn she was Mrs. 
Briggs stopped, but her curtainless eyes, 
franker than her speech, said fully what she 
meant. “‘To-night I don’t know. She looks 
so sure of herself, so grande dame. That head- 
waiter is very pleasant with them.” In fact, 
at that moment the head-waiter was permit- 
ting himself a smile as he spoke to them. But 
that was a nuance lost on Mrs. Briggs. 


They were eating their chicken. ‘Such 
a funny name for it. But of course they 
| don’t care what they say over here. When 


you think of all the things we’d die rather 
than mention!” Then she gave Mrs. Mackin 
a nudge. 

small, dark woman with burning 
eyes was passing with a wavelike motion 
between Mrs. Briggs and the table that was 
drawing her as a magnet. Pressed close to 
her partner she was clad only, it seemed, in a 
black Spanish shawl embroidered with great 
red flowers. Beneath its fringe appeared legs 
thin to emaciation and her feet were micro- 
scopic. 

“I'd have got that cerise shawl at Paquin’s, 
if I'd been sure of being able to wear it like 
that. Of course,”’ she added hastily, for Mrs. 
Mackin looked surprised, “‘with a lace 
underskirt.”” 

The blonde woman was now peeling an 
immense peach. ‘‘They’ll be going soon, 
said Mrs. Briggs, suddenly impatient. “I 
don’t see why that waiter’s so slow. They 
came in after we did.” 

The restaurant had gradually emptied. 
Waiters were flicking away crumbs, rolling 
up crumpled linen, and yawning, preparing 
for the long supper hours. 

“T don’t care for any dessert. I’d rather 
go into the rooms,” she continued restlessly 
The man with the troubled brow and the 
blonde woman had gone out while she was 
helping herself to salad. She was suddenly 
tired of the hot room, the floods of crimson 
light, the savage beat of the jazz music, the 
movement of the dancers, the oe oa of wilting 
flowers. The unaccustomed champagne, 
though partaken of sparingly, had dyed her 
cheeks a strange shade, a cross between the 
nodding passion-flowers on her hat and the 
plastered mauve of her gown. 

They got through what she called “that 
awful paying business’ at a quick pace, in 
fact the time that it took Mrs. Briggs to 
empty her purse. ‘“‘ But three hundred for a 
bottle of champagne! They won’t believe it 
at home.” The mattre d’hetel was standing 
at the door as they passed out. He looked 
benignly at his late victim. 

‘Shall I reserve madame a table _to- 
morrow night? Perhaps more in the middle 
of the room? 

Mrs. Briggs, now able to speak English, 
answered and none too sweetly, “I'll let 
you know to-morrow.”” To Mrs. Mackin she 
said, suddenly canny, “That means a 
thousand.”’ 

Then, as she looked about the great, 
white pillared hall, almost deserted, for the 
tide had set toward the theater and the 
rooms, she continued, ‘‘Do you know -what 
I say to do? Let’s go back to the hotel and 
I'll get a lot of money. My dear, it isn’t a 
time to skimp.” 

A gray-haired, deep-eyed, flaring-nostriled 
man of unmistakable respectability, and, 
like the head-waite r, an accomplished reader 
at sight of woman’s looks, rose almost from 
under Mrs. Briggs’ elbow. 

“What hotel does Madame inhabit? 
Madame can get what she likes here. Twenty 
thousand, thirty thousand francs? If Madame 
will come with me. 


HE followed him. In a moment she had 
rejoined Mrs. Mackin, her eyes like stars. 
“My dear, I’ve taken twenty thousand. 
I’d rather use it this way than get that 
diamond and crystal pin. But the way they 
pass out money! [I just signed my name and 
my room number at the hotel and look!” 
She showed the sheaf of twenty thousand 
franc notes to Mrs. Mackin. It looked to Mrs. 
Mackin, in that place and in that atmosphere 
of diminishing values, like the proverbial 
thirty cents. 

Mrs. Mackin was watching the meta- 
morphosis of Mrs. Briggs in amazement. 
They had left Thermopyle just six weeks 
before. What had happened to the Mrs. 
Briggs she had started out with? Whom she 
had always known? This fluttering, bright- 
eyed hen of a woman with that stupid dress 
shown on the six-foot mannequin, that she 
had insisted on buying—the sash so broad 
and so low it gave her no legs at all, and no- 
hody, fat or thin, pulled in their corsets. The 
Paquin premiére had said, “‘ You simply can’t 
wear them that w ay, and better not wear any. 
We are taking them off all our clients.”’ She 
had got as far as making several very expen- 
sive belts principally to hold up Mrs. Briggs’ 
stockings, but Mrs. Briggs loved her too-tight 
stays that, she said, “‘held her in” and had 
shown a mulelike opposition to discarding 
them, though there was such an awful time 
getting intothem. They were the rubber kind 
that went on over her head, and she was some- 
times perfectly helpless till somebody came 
along and helped her further in or pulled her 
entirely out. 

Mrs. Briggs at twenty had been a rosebud 
of a girl, though even then a bit plurap. Any 
connoisseur could have told Mr. Briggs that, 
if he was marrying for looks, it was a showy 
but uncertain investment he was making. She 

(Concluded on page 92) 
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ever their aid may be sought. 


It is by sparing nothing that can contribute 
to keeping the Lincoln capable of such sus- 
tained performance that the Ford organization 
has made Lincoln ownership an experience 
heartily to be desired. 


Both in building the car and in providing 
service attention for it, it is understood that 
what the owner is entitled to have, not 
what he might be persuaded to accept, is to 
be the guide. 


LINCOLN MOTOR COMPANY 


DIVISION OF FORD MOTOR COMPANY. DETROIT. MICHIGAN 
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; "When once you have touched a drop 
of this rare scent, Mi Nena, to your 
| kerchief, you are likely to wish 
} that y t you might be the one 

woman inall the world 

privileged to use this 
leligh tful accessory 
to loveliness |~ 


= 





TE LT 





ef >\s 
\ New 


2 BARI TD BT 





—— 


| te 4? 


Hoy 





MI NENA is offered by the famous Parfumerie 
Rigaud, Paris,in Extract, Toilet Water, Face Pow- 
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i der, Single and Double Compacts, Rouge, Coldand 

VW Vanishing Creams, Lip Stick, Talcum Powder and 
Sachet. PARFU MERIE RIGAUD, 16 Rue de 

+ la Paix, Paris, France. Geo. BorGretpt & Co., 
i e) Sole Distributors, 111-119 E. loth St., New York. 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


BRIGGS AT DEAUVILLE 


Edith O’Shawgkuessy’s Article 


(Concluded from page jo) 


soon got lumpy in several places, her blush- 
rose skin reddened, her delicate features got 
smaller. But that is neither here nor there. 

They passed into “the rooms,” cozily lost 
in the crowd flooding in and out. Above the 
rustle of human things they could hear, as 
they went in, that more insistent rustle of 
bank-notes replacing the old ring of gold. 
Mrs. Briggs looked sharply about. Mrs. 
Mackin saw her suddenly move forward like 
a forest woman on a trail. Mrs. Briggs had 
quite simply caught sight of the dark man with 
the military bearing and the troubled brow. 
He was standing behind his blonde companion 
who was sitting at a table. She had a thick 
pile of bank-notes in front of her; another was 
held down by the black feather fan with the 
diamond sticks. Mrs. Briggs, suddenly as 
devoid of shame as Eve before the fall, began 
to edge her way through the crowd. She was 
near. A gray-haired man with a red rosette 
in his buttonhole got up and left the seat by 
the blonde woman. 

“It’s Fate,” thought Mrs. Briggs dizzily; 
and, as if she had frequented gaming rooms 
all her life, she slipped quickly into it, her 
sheaf of twenty thousand franc notes held 
close. She was naturally a value-for-her- 
money woman. She had said to Mrs. Mackin 
that very morning, “Of all the silly ways of 
spending money, gambling is the silliest. 
You might win, but you don't. Nothing to 
show for what you've spent. But of course I 
shall try it. I don’t intend to miss a trick.” 


UT to-night something had gone wrong 

with the old-time combination of re- 
stricted likes and dislikes that propelled her 
through life. She was thrown off her beat, 
gone from the path direct. Of course Mrs. 
Briggs, in spite of that persistent suggestion 
of past prettiness, looked like the barnyard 
fowl she was in contrast to the blonde woman 
in black with the river of light continually 
falling from her neck into the lake of light in 
her lap, and from whose person a strange, 
heady scent was exhaled. The odor of fine, 
yet strong, tobacco mingling with still another 
scent unclassified by Mrs. Briggs emanated 
from the man under whose very arm she sat. 
She was completely intoxicated. She was 
dimly conscious of taking some cards in her 
hand. Like a woman in a dream she heard 
a deep voice with a foreign accent saving: 

“Madame is strange to the tables. Buy.” 
Then, with a shade of section e: * You must 
say ‘J’achete’.’ What she finally did say 
neither her guardian angel nor even Made- 
moiselle Dubois who had the French class in 
Thermopylae could have told. 

She didn’t know if she had been at the 
table hours or minutes. Her hands were 
empty. The bit of soft, green cloth in 
front of her, that she had just paid twenty 
thousand francs to use, was empty, too. 
The foreign voice was saying quite in her ear, 

“It is a thousand pities that Madame has 
lost. Better chance another time. 

She would have sat indefinitely, but an 
excited treble in her own tongue and accent 
cried: “You can’t stay here when you're 
not playing.” 

She pushed her chair back. In a moment 
she was several rows from the table. The 
dark man turned his head and looked at her 
a strange, long look. Suddenly in the hot 
room she felt cold. She drew her very un- 
becoming white fur stole about her neck. 
In a dazed way she looked around. Mrs. 
Mackin formed one of a fortuitous group— 
as many nationalities as persons, alike only 


in their desire to get something that rustled 
on that green, soft table, placed there by the 
very hot or very cold hands. 

Outside, a night of exceeding loveliness was 
- ling the earth in a moonlit embrace 

rhe silence was but deepened by the soft 
wash of the waves. It was after two o'clock 
The first thin, cold touch of early morning 
ran shiveringly over the earth still hot from 
the day before. 

‘The air seems good,” Mrs. Mackin 
ventured. Mrs. Briggs didn’t answer. Of 
what she was thinking she couldn’t have told 
Not of Mr. Briggs. Not even of her twenty 
thousand francs. Silently they entered Mrs. 
Briggs’ immense peacock-blue and mauve 
room with the gilt woodwork and the gold 
lac ‘e lam pshades. 

“My = pearls!’””, screamed Mrs. Briggs 
suddenly, her hands at her bare neck. She 
had turned ash-color. Mrs. Mackin, who 
was slipping off her wrap preparatory to 
the charitable act of getting Mrs. Briggs out 
of her rubber corsets, put her hand swiftly 
to her own neck. “Old Mrs. Mackin’s row 
was undisturbed. She gave her full attention 
to Mrs. Briggs. 

Are you sure they haven't slipped down 
inside?”” Though, as she spoke, she knew 
they couldn't slip down, inside. ‘Get vour 
things off.” 

The tight Paquin dress, in spite of resis 
tance at the hips, finally fell to the floor. 
The corset was pulled off over the head 
Nothing dropped. Mrs. Briggs stood in her 
crushed beribboned chemise and her mauve 
stockings and slippers. Her face was old. 
old. She loved her “things” far more than 
her immortal soul and gave to them a care 
she never dreamed of bestowing on that 
unappraised part of her being. 

“We must give the alarm. J want my 
searls. What time is it?” She almost 
hissed, breathing hard, her tre mbling fingers 
hastily taking two safety pins from. the 
dressing table to pin up her stockings. “I'm 
sure that dark man would know what to do. 
W he tre’s my blue coat?” 

‘It’s no use ringing for the chamber 
maid,” Mrs. Mackin interposed, looking 
helplessly about. “You know how. she 
scowled when you gave her ten francs for 
opening your door when we forgot the key 

“What are you talking about? J want 
my pearls. Um sure he’s suffered, too: 
such sad eyes when you see them close.” 

But suddenly his face with the sad eyes 
under the troubled brow, as in one of those 
changing, electioneering photographs of 
candidate and vice-candidate, gave place. 
when she moved toward the door, to that of 
Hoey M. Briggs’ square, -_. clean-shaven 
Thermopyli, New York, face. She began 
to cry. After all, the evening out ot her 
natural element had exhausted her. 

“T ought to have gone to the Thousand 
Islands,” she whimpered, as she started to 
the elevator preparatory to going down to the 


desk. 


HE question arises what would have been 

Mrs. Briggs’ history had she come to 
Deauville and a dark man with sad eyes and 
a troubled brow had wanted (there's no 
disputing tastes) something of her besides her 
pearls? It is possible that Mrs. Briggs. 
ready, even anxious, to be a fool, got off more 
easily than she deserved. At any rate she was 
willing to return to Thermopylae, New 
York. The worst that could happen to 
her had happened. 


THE ENFORCED CHEAT 


Gouverneur 


Morris’ Story 


Concluded from dage 88) 


conclusions that might very well be drawn 
if the thing was so, and [ am making this last 
effort to get justice for Landseer and mysellt. 

Certain young people who used to have a 
kind of reverence and awe of me (thinking 
me to be Landseer) are beginning to act— 
oh, as if I had been a disappointment to them 
and had hurt them cruelly. 

Going up to town the other morning I sat 
behind two gentlemen, strangers to me (they 
got on at Glen Cove), who in course of touching 
on numerous topics touched on the life and 
works of Martin Landseer. And one of them 
said: “No, I haven't. In fact I don't read 
his stuff any more. It couldn't help having 
merit, of course; the man had and perhaps 
has a fine genius; but, my word, he takes no 
more pains with a story now than I do with 
the business letter that I dictate to my 
stenographer. No, the last one I read was 
‘Simalchrion.’ It reads as if he had dictated 
that to his stenographer one morning when 


he was in a hurry to catch the noon train.” 


N A marginal note on the original manu- 

script, Landseer stated that he pottered at 
the thing off and on for a period of ten years, 
and finished it only after great toil. 

*Simalchrion” is that Greek-like work, 
half novel, half fairy-tale, whose style has 
been laboriously wrought to such a pitch of 
perfection that it no more shuts out from the 
reader's mind exactly what was in ~ author's 
mind than a pane of clear window-glass shuts 
out the view of a rose garden. 


ND so,’ continued the speaker, “Ive 

passed him up. He was a great genius, 
Granted. But now, nothing in the world 
but a literary prostitute. 


iv WAS this last-straw slap at my great 
benefactor’s reputation that has caused me 
to break a long and much troubled silence. 
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yet is easy to put in and to remove! 


It’s the double crinkle which 
Its double-enamel won't 


Here’s something new in hairpins—a hair- 
pin you simply can’t lose, that remains 
firmly in place under any and all condi- 
tions. 


Ride, dance, motor—swim!—be out in the 
strongest wind. And yet retain the hair 
neatness of a moment after dressing! 


Crinkles two ways —that’s why 


It is crinkled two ways—in and out on 
one side and up and down on the other. 
This makes a double-crinkle pin which 
holds your hair firmly and securely in 
place and stays where you put it until you 
yourself take it out. 


Won’t tangle or snarl 
Yet, it won’t catch or snarl your hair, get 


tangled up or catch in your hair net. Be- 
cause there is nothing to catch or snarl 


or tangle. 
does the work. 
turn brassy or rust. The 
smooth and rounded. 


points are 


It is made under patented process—there 
is only one in the world. So you must 
ask for it by name. Say—‘“I want the 
Scolding Locks Hairpin.” It comes in all 
sizes, from the little invisible and up. 
Packed as you want them, separately or 
assorted. Colors, black and bronze. 


Trial package free 
We want you to know what sheer joy the 
Scolding Locks Hairpin is. 


So we will gladly send you an assorted 
package free. Just fill out the coupon 
with your name and address and mail it. 
This package will come by return mail. 


Clip the coupon now before you forget. 


fcolding Lo CRS 


BRAIRHA FP i N.S 












It’s all in the 
2-way crinkle 














MAIL FOR FREE PACKAGE 
SCOLDING LOCKS HAIRPIN CO., 
Appleton, Wisconsin. 
Please send me the free trial package 
of Scolding Locks Hairpins. 
BONS, Svicis cocutieciedcotaaneie 
SUES sibitacicasimmitsn racine aie: 
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IN THE LONG RUN” 








SILVERTOWN is the one word that means 
to the world. No need to add 
SILVERTOWN means both. 
But now it is also the one word that means 
“One Quality Only.” For SILVERTOWN is 
the product of a one-quality policy. We center 


“cord tire” 


“cord” or “tire.” 


thought, skill, and care on it, and make it the 

perfection of cord tires. 

THE B. F. GOODRICH RUBBER COMPANY 
ESTABLISHED 1870 


In Canada—The B. F. Goodrich Rubber Company, Ltd. 
Toronto + Montreal + Winnipeg 





(Goodrich 


SILVERTOWN CoRrD 








SOLD BY GOODRICH DEALERS THE WORLD OVER 
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Story 


(‘Continued from page 51 


“Vou can’t do it by shooting me,” came 
quickly. “That, too, is old stuff! You'll 
agree with me, if you stop to think. But there 
is one way. Only you're not sporting enough 
to try it! Challenge was in the eyes that 
steadied themselves to meet the burning pur- 
pose in hers. “You say she’s a child. She is 

an adorable baby ignorant of the world. 
The convent has taken care of that. Right! 
Now shatter it all! Tell her the truth about 
us. You may cure her of me! But you'll cure 
her of yourself, too. You'd sacrifice anything 
to see her freed of this infatuation. Then 

sacrifice her love—her respect—her worship 
of you! 

By no definite movement did the woman 
change her position. A convulsive tightening 
of muscles. A quiver of pain, as if the body 
within the folds of the cape might be trem- 
bling. Yet the man who watched her could 
not be certain. It might be a trick of firelight, 
too, that made her eyelids flicker. He tried 
to make out the expression on the elusive, 
shadowy face. Consciousness of that un- 
wavering gun—her intense, potent silence— 
the knowledge that they were completely 
alone, closed in on him like smothering walls. 

‘Are you willing to risk that?” he repeated 
tensely. 

‘It’s all I have—her love, her worship. 
I've nothing else in the world.” 

“If you carried out your plan in coming 
here and used that thing, the truth would 
come out anyway—for everybody to read. 
You couldn’t escape it. Her future wouldn't 
be worth a cent then. That’s fact! Stop to 
consider! Isn’t it?” 

No answer came to thrust back those walls 
of stillne ss. 

“Murder = ‘t the way to rid her of me,” he 
pursued. hink of what it would mean! 
Even if you ae 1 out of this place—after- 
ward—they could trace you—arrest you. 
It’s not as if you weren't known here. They'd 
probably assign the motive as jealousy. And 
you'd have to accept that—unless you 
wanted to drag her into it. At that she’d be 
bound to find out the very thing you've 
taken such desperate care to keep from her. 
No—you foolish woman! Any way you look 
at it spells havoc for her. Your one chance 
lies in being as straightforward now as she is 

in tearing down her ideal of us both. The 
other way you tear down her ideal of you 
alone.” 

He waited without moving his eyes from 
her. For the first time in interminable 
minutes the outstretched hand shook percep- 
tibly. He seized on that second of balance. 

‘“We've got to take that risk—both of us! 
I'm willing to play the game with you. If 
you don’t—you lose out anyway! 

“It seems—too cruel!’ came the bare echo 
of a voice. 

“But you admit I'm right!” 





H® TURNED from her, as the hand he had 
feared fell in answer to the couch, the 
pistol loose in its clasp. He turned to cover 
the shaky expression of relief that twisted 
the line of his lips into a grimace. His beauty 
went suddenly gaunt, the bones marked with 
jagged protrudent shadows. The stiff fingers 
of the hands gripping the table edge opened, 
stripped of grace, their knuckles covered by 
cold flesh that wrinkled as they straightened. 
His debonair resistance dropped away like a 
garment loosed. He had been a glutton, a 
thief of time. Into forty years of life he had 
crowded sixty of living. Suddenly, sharply 
they descended upon him. The phantoms of 
loves which had been tributes to him, the 
eternal lover, might have found their revenge 
in the terror that suddenly had aged him. 
But only for an instant. The insouciance of 
the actor accustomed to assuming many parts 
readjusted his garment of grace as he moved 
gently nearer to her. 

With lips pale and head drooping, with a 
shrunken look of utter weariness, she leaned 
unstes idily against the couch. 

“You see that I'm right, then?’ 
“Ves. 

Suddenly she looked up. All purpose 
was gone from her eyes. They were pleading. 
“Do you remember when we did Bernstein’s 
‘Israel’? You played my son. You laughed 
so the first time I put on that gray wig and 
told me to take it off and do the part in my 
own hair, even though it made me years too 
young. You couldn't bear to see me look old. 
Do you remember the scene of my confession 

when I told you how I'd prayed on my knees 
on the stone floors of cathedrals day after day 
to expiate my sin—how in a thousand ways 
I'd tried to make it up to you? Well,” she 
halted pitifully, then the whispered words 
stumbled on, “that’s what I’ve done—for 
her. 


’ 


“Yet in the beginning, ” he did not hesitate 
to remind her, “you sent her off so that she 
wouldn’ t be in our way. 

“IT know. It was madness—the sort of 
unreasoning love all women seem to give you. 
But I've tried to expiate that, too. I've 
given up everything that was dear tome. You 


first—oh, I know you were glad enough of 
an excuse to break! Even then there were 
others! And the siage—I gave that up to cut 
off from all associations that might reveal 
the truth to her—that might hurt her. [| 
dropped out of sight completely—you know 
that, and now I'm selling the kind of clothes 
I used to wear, in a shop on Fifth Avenue 
where I used to buy them. I've tried to 
surround her with all she ought to have, with 
influences that were fine—and sweet—like her. 
And then this boy—why, when those two 
children came to me with their eyes shining 
and told me they loved each other, I thanked 
God! She’d found her haven—she was safe! 

‘No woman is ever that! Experience 
should have taught you as much!” 

“She would have been if you hadn't 
answered her silly girl note and asked to meet 
her!’ 

“T recognized the name as—shall we say, 
your unofficial one? You see, it was really 
interest in you.” 

She reached out both hands in a simple 
gesture, without theatricalism, without any 
consciousness of effect or supplication. 

“Won't you let her go? Won't you give 
her back to me?” 

“T’ve told you the one way! 

‘That won’t give her back. You’ ve said 
yourself ‘it may take her away forever. 

“Don't forget—it’s as hard for me as fer 
you. 


O HOPE illumined the set expression of 
his thin mouth. But quite without an 
instant’s doubt he knew he could count on 
the one trait his experience of women had 
taught him they shared in common—the 
impulse to condemn women and excuse men. 
As surely as the past had given him the key 
to their weakness, the sweet, untutored 
fledgling he wanted would turn with horror 
from the woman's sin and flutter for protec- 
tion into his consoling arms. 
“We must both be willing to sacrifice our 
selves. It’s a gamble—” 
“TIT lose—don't I?) No matter what I do!” 

She moved round to the side of the couch 
facing the fire. A low moan choked in her 
throat. She sank down. A hand so frail 
that the blue veins seemed scars across it 
pushed the hat from her hair. It rolled to 
the couch, to the floor. She sat staring 
straight into the fire for a moment, then 
turned her face from its light. Her hands 
went up to her eyes blinded by the vision of 
what must be—covered them, trying to shut 
it out. Her body shrank into the cushions, 
blotting from them the imprint of the man’s 
head. They seemed to rise up, close round 
her like an engulfing sea. In the silent room 
the only sound was that of a woman 
sobbing. 

The man permitted a swift expression of 
satisfaction to erase the immobile mask from 
his features and his jaw stuck prominently 
forward. There was no danger in a woman 
in tears—he always knew how to handle that. 
He leaned over, quietly picked up the toy-like 
weapon she had let fall, smiled down on it, 
locked it safely out of reach. Then he went 
to the electric switch button. 

**No—no! She sat instantly upright. 

“Don’t put up the light! I couldn't face her 
if you did.” 

His hand dropped away. All his grace of 
movement had returned. He walked quietly 
back to the table, opened an old Chinese box 
of red lacquer, took out a cigaret initialed 
in gold, lighted it speculatively. 

Many scenes had taken place in this room 
palpitant with secrets. Scenes that repre- 
sented practically every emotion of which 
men and women are capable in their relation 
to each other. Curious scenes which had 
given him the thrill of the unexpected. 
Scenes of pathos which had rather bored him. 
Scenes of passion which had lifted him to an 
immense and gratifying sense of power. 
Scenes of tenderness and tears in which he had 
with his consummate grace disentangled him- 
self from meshes that no longer held him 
close. Scenes of uncertainty when he had 
played with possibilities of love not yet 
granted him but which must eventually be his. 
Scenes of scorn and threat which he had 
borne with the polite aloofness of one who 
realizes that both these passions dash them- 
selves to death against the stone wall of self- 
possession. That was the secret of his sur- 
vival—self-possession. No woman—he smiled 
as the thought flashed through his agile mind 

had ever possessed more than his imagina- 
tion. None until this girl who was coming 
to him! 

He looked across at the figure huddied 
brokenly in the cushions. One corner of his 
noncommittal mouth lifted. He felt like a 
spectator about to enjoy the big moment of 
a play. There was no concern about the 
climax of it—no uncertainty as to the ultimate 
happy ending, the lovers in each other's arms. 
But the process by which that end was to be 
reached fascinated him. Of all the scenes 

(Continued on page 96) 
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New rerk—s Altman & Co. 


Philadel ph ia—Bonwit Teller Co. 
Washington, 


Streets 
St. Louis, Mo.—Stix, Baer & Fuller 


MARIE EARLE will exhibit in the Merchandise Fair, July 23 to 


AUGUST 1923 


Summer Protection 


of the skin means something besides a sunshade 
and a large hat, if, when winter comes, in evening 
gown you desire to present a skin unblemished 
by freckles and tan. 


First, Marie Earle recommends for daily use her wonderful, scientific, cleansing 
and nourishing skin food, CREME ANTI-RIDES, made of vegetable oils, which 
oils the skin thoroughly absorbs. Don’t wait for the first wrinkle, begin now to 
nourish the skin with CREME ANTI-RIDES. Prices: $1.90; $3.85; $5.85. 


For Summer protection, and especially for those who motor, use: 


EMAIL-77. This wonderful liquid powder should be on every woman’s dressing- 
table, for its advantages are three-fold. In Summer it should be applied always to 
neck, face and arms before exposing them to wind and sun, when motoring or 
bathing, etc., as it is an effective protection against sunburn, tan, freckles and 
roughness. For evening it will give an exquisite finish to neck, face and arms. 
In addition EMAIL-77 is mildly astringent, refining the skin and keeping it taut 
and smooth. The bottle should be thoroughly shaken and the liquid rubbed well 
into the skin until dry. Price $8.75. 


ELIXIR MARIE EARLE. An antiseptic lotion which bleaches tan and freckles 
quickly and harmlessly. If the skin is rough, the ELIXIR will make it soft and 
smooth. Apply at night with a bit of absorbent cotton; as soon as tingling sensation 
becomes perceptible, follow with the application of ANTI-RIDES. Price $7. 


MARIE EARLE preparations obtainable direct-by-mail, or at the following stores: 


Syracuse, N. Y.—O'Malley's 
Columbus, Ohio—Dunn-Taft Co. 
Cleveland, Ohio—Halle Bros. 

The Higbee Co. 
Meridian, Miss.—Caver's Drug Store 


Stern Bros. 
Park & Tilford(all branches) 
Bonwit Teller Co 
Franklin Simon & Co. 


Piccadilly, W. 
Harrod's, Ltd. 
Selfridge & Co., Ltd. 


Smithfield & Diamond 


August 3, 1923, at the Grand Central Palace 


Baltimore, Md.—Hochschild, Kohn & Co. 


John Wanamaker Buffalo, N. Y.—Flint & Kent 

Lord & Taylor Adams, Sacldrem & Ander- 

eee ee & Co. son Co. 

Jay-Thorpe, Inc Louisville, Ky.—Kaufman Straus, Inc. 
San _ Francisco—City of Paris petite dade _ . 

Weill, Raphael, Inc. Tan —Miller Bros. Co. 


C.—W. ardman Park Pharmacy Indianapolis pee 

Los Angeles, Cal.—Ville de Paris ind.—L. 8. Ayres Co. 
Kansas City, Mo.—John Taylor ery Goods Co. Evansville, Ind.—H. E. Bacon Co. 
Topeka, Kan.—Crosby Bros. Co. St. Paul, Minn.—Mrs. B. Casper 
Chicago, i11.—Marshall Fie 14 & Co. Memphis, Tenn.—Govan Brown ty § ‘0. 

Mandel Bros. Denver, Col.—Joslin Dry Goods C 

Chas. A. Stevens & Bros. Greensboro, N.C.—O'Henry Drug C om pany 
Boston, Mass.—Jordan Marsh Co. Lincoln, Neb.—Miller & Paine 

C. Crawford Hollidge Tulsa, ‘Okla.— Miss Jackson's Shoy 
Hartford, Conn.—G. Fox & Co., Inc Des Moines, la.—J. a & Sons, 
Pittsburgh, Pa.—.Joseph Horne Co. Inc. 

Kaufmann’s — Fifth Ave., London, Eng.—A. Maitland & Co., 





Soap and Marie Earle Bath Salts. 


For Toilet and Bath comfort, order Marie Earle 
Marie 
Earle is creatrix of other preparations as won- 
derful as CREME ANTI-RIDES, so for 
special treatments for your individual needs, 
write to Marie Earle direct or when passing 
through the city indulge yourself in one of her 
unusual treatments at her salon, which so many lovely women frequent. To 
acquaint you with the wonders of CREME ANTI-RIDES, we offer for a 
limited time, and obtainable only through Marie Earle, a dollar-size jar. 
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600AMadison Avenue. New York 


1635 Connecticut Ave, Washington - Southampton. L. I. 








3 Rue Pasquier, Paris. 
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Dependability 


VER since its establishment in 
1855, McCutcheon’s has enjoyed 
undisputed prestige as “The Greatest 
Treasure House of Linens in America.” 
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Our constant, constructive policy of 
presenting only the purest and most 
meritorious Linens has won for us an 
enviable reputation for DEPENDA- 
BILITY. Standard McCutcheon 


quality is everywhere recognized to 


La 





be the finest obtainable, with charac- 
teristic exclusiveness of design and 
more than ordinary serviceability. : 


And with regard to price, thoughtful 
people who make careful comparisons 
of merchandise as well as of costs are 
impressed not only with the superiority 
of McCutcheon goods but also with the 
notable moderateness of their pricing. 


James McCutcheon & Co. 


Fifth Avenue, 34th and 33d Streets, New York 
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BRASSIERES 


I~ 
**Fit Every Figure— il 


Every Taste— 
Every Purse ’’ 


On Sale at all Leading 


Department Stores 
and Corset Shops 


Ask for them BY NAME 


G. M. POIX, Inc. 


Also Manufacturers of 





** Girlish-Form ”’ Brassieres 


Send Today for our FREE Fascinating Style 


Book and List of Dealers. 


Contains 
valuable 
fashion 
information. 
Handsomely 
illustrated. 


: C. M. Foie, | Inc., 











No. 743P—Very durable pink mesh 
and Ly Extra long model, tak- 
ing care of the diaphragm and com- 
ing well over top of the corset. Also 
excellent bust confiner; $2.75. Other 
models, $1.00 to $25.00 


100 Seventh Ave., 

Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Gentlemen: — 4 
Kindly send me your Free Style Book- | 


Al let, ‘“The Loveliness of Milady.” 
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Newest of all new curtain laces 
with the richest of silken sheens 


Lace is woven more 
striking pattern. 


w ho, 


the Scranton looms. 





spirit is as old as art; 


Flemish Filet weave. Its soft 


grace to the windows 
it there, 


all means see the many 
at your favorite store. 
Shadow Laces, Super-Filets, 





is a handbook on 
decorator should have. 


“Scranton Bedspreads,” 


write our Service 


about it. 





THE SCRANTON LACE COMPANY 1h 
Dept. 7-H, Scranton, Penna. || 
Please send me without cost, ‘“New Out- | 
looks for Every Home,” “Scranton Bed- } 
spreads,’ and companion booklets. 


Name 
\ddress 


City 














NTO this shimmering Scranton Lustre- 
than mere lustre or 
It is imprinted with the 
handiwork of masters of design and weave, 
striving ever for perfection, 
give their greatest skill to each product from 
Here then is a decora- 
tive fabric which is original—new ! 


necessarily 


its fineness indicative 
of the maturity of our own twenty-six years. 


Look at this Lustre-Lace Curtain in the 
glowing pat- 
tern and airy transparency will add unusual 
in your home 
giving distinction to the home’s ex- 
terior, glorifying each transformed room. By 

Lustre-Lace designs 
See also the Scranton 
Filet Nets and 
attractive Scranton Bedspreads. 


Home” 
curtaining and 
window draping which every 
Fill out 
and mail coupon to-day for this and 


“New Outlooks for Every 


a new 
let on the latest boudoir vogues. If 
you have an unusual curtain problem 
Department 
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HARPER’S BAZAR 


MELODRAMA 


Rita 


Weiman’s 


Story 


(Continued from pase 04) 


to which this room had been the setting, never 
had there been one like that which was about 
to be enacted. He would be part of it. Yet 
his subconscious mind, so long trained in the 
theater, would be standing off watching 
effects! 


NTO the little hall came a girl so beautiful 
that she seemed to trail light after her. 
Beauté du diable, the French call it— la 
jeunesse! But it was more than the dangerous 
beauty of youth. There was no definite impres- 

sion of feature, just radiance that was a halo. 

She advanced with a step that was hesitant, 
not quite sure of herself, yet with dewy eyes 
lifted under the broad brim of her hat. The 
man who had opened to her took both the 
small gloved hands, held them close in his 
and looked down into those eyes, his own 
sending the swift message of ardor he thought 
it wise at the moment to express without 
words. Had he not been conscious of that 
waiting figure in the room beyond, he would 
have made no attempt to resist the instant 
impulse to gather the lure of her swiftly into 
demanding arms. As it was he gave her 
nothing more than the pressure of warm, 
lingering fingers locked into hers. 

She gave a fluttering laugh, a little shy, a 
little nervous; wholly, completely a laugh of 
girlish thrilf. 

‘You've made me do a dreadful thing, 
she breathed. “I can’t believe it’s I—coming 
he re like this.” 

‘It's a wonderful thing,’ he whispered. 

‘The most wonderful thing that’s ever hap- 
pe’ ned to me. 

“You really mean it?” 

“So much so that everything that’s meant 
anything in my life before you came is wiped 
out as if it had never been. Remember that 

dear!” 

“It's so terribly reckless!” 

‘You won't regret—I promise!’ He leaned 
down and with lips hurriedly pressed to the 
soft shining hair that waved back from the 
small ear: “We'll be married now—in an 
hour—and leave town to-night,” he told her. 

She drew away, her answer coming ona tide 
of sudden fear. 

You take things so dreadfully into your own 
hands—without giving one time to think!” 

“One doesn’t think when one loves I 
love you—I love you—only you!” 

Consciousness of the swish of a woman's 
skirt in the room beyond made him pull up 
sharp. 

“Promise you won't doubt it—whatever 
happens!” he added hastily and without wait- 
ing for a reply advanced to the open door. 


” 


HE girl followed with the same shy, he:i- 

tant step that had brought her into the 
apartment. The love phantoms across 
the threshold gathered whisperingly to survey 
the newcomer. None so young, none so 
exquisite, none so completely untouched by 
the sophisticated White Lights that only half 
clothe the naked frankness of Broadway, 
had ever joined their circle. She was more 
ethereal than they—and they were only 
ghosts, unseen save by each other. 

The man stopped just inside the doorway, 
taking her hand as if to overcome the adorab le 
timidity the very sense of which thrilled him. 
So it was with hand held fast within his 
that she entered the room and faced the 
woman waiting there. 

She stood still at first, a sudden halt. Then 
with eyes starting as they met those in the 
white, frightened face she uttered one word: 

“Mother!” 

Just that one word—and silence. 

The ghosts of love dead drew closer, their 
murmur like a sighing breeze. The woman’s 
shoulders straightened as if that word alone 
set the chains of an armor about them. Once 
more all that was inanimate in the room 
seemed to stand—waiting. 

The man could feel the slight fingers within 
his close convulsively but without attempt to 
extricate themselves. The merest flicker of 
a smile crossed his lips. His eyes bent to her 
lovely ones. They moved from the woman's 
to his and back again, bewildered, then 


terrified 
** Mother—what are you doing here?” 

“I came—-for you. . 

“But—" The hand holding hers closed 
tighter. She went on in a voice low and 
quivering. “But how did you know I was 
coming?’ 


‘I phoned home to have you meet me 
downtown for dinner. The telephone operator 
had listened in when he called you and knew 
you were to be here at five. She told me. 
Oh, dearest—how could you?” 

It was wrung from her, the anguished cry 
of mothers of each generation to the mystery 
that marks the mothers of the next one. And 
the answer came, as it always will: 

“You don’t understand.” 

“IT do—better than you think! This is 
nothing more than mad infatuation. You 
know nothing of this man—nothing of the 
real man. I do!” 


The girl sent up to him a quick, darting 
look of question. He said only a whispered 
“I love you!” His face shone in the half 
light nobly chiseled in its beauty. His eyes 
were deep, dark, and intense. The woman's 
face was haggard, without beauty of any kind 

“Yes—I know him better than you ever 
will. There are other women who know him. 
too—to their sorrow. I could give you their 
names—dozens of them Darling —come 
home with me! Come—now—without asking 
any questions.” 


T WAS a futile plea, barely breathed, and 
she knew it. But her eyes fastened on the 
dewy ones as if by some miracle of hypnosis 
she could force them to follow her and with 
them the sweet child whose destiny she must 
direct. 

The girl did not move. There was no 
consciousness other than a warm, tight hand 
sending its magnetic strength through hers. 

“Don’t you know—your whole future is 
at stake—your whole life? You're on the 
point of wrecking both! What do you know 
of men— 

““As much as any girl!” the young voice 
broke in with a touch of indignation. 

“Not of his sort! How could you? You 
know the boys you've met through girl friends 
—boys like Tony—” She halted. Eagerly, 
“Dearest, what of Tony?” 

The beautiful head tossed up with the same 
gesture that had lifted the man’s a while 
before. 

“Tony can take care of himself!” 

“He adores you!” the woman urged. “Are 
you forgetting that so soon? He'd give his 
life for you—just to see you happy. That's 
true, dear! His isn’t the sort of love that 
makes a woman suffer—not the selfish love 
that demands everything.” 

“How do you know that?” came hurriedly. 

“Love to be love must be selfish,” put in the 
man with a soft inflection that made the words 
a caress. 

“I know better! So do you!”’ the woman 
flung back. ‘“‘Don't listen to him!” She 
turned with a cry that was a moan to the 
girl. “Don’t, dear! He'd make you believe 
anything he wants. He can do that. He's 
always done it with women.” 

With an outward gesture that caught an 
held instant attention the man stopped her 
He led the girl to the couch, took the cushion; 
one by one and plumped them into a yielding 
nest. Then gently his hovering hands lifte1 
the hat from the lovely head, laid it beside 
her. The firelight lingered over her face 
as if loath to leave it. Wondering, question 
ing, ravishing, it was still lifted to his. Every 
move he made struck quickening terror into 
the heart of the woman who watched. He 
was so perfectly the lover—the epicurean. 
the subtle, who withholding all physical touch 
let the imagination of the woman he sought 
play with what that touch might be. 

“You are to be a sort of tribunal,” he sail, 
still bending over her. ‘“ Your mother is the 
plaintiff—I, the defendant. You are the 
judge who will decide my fate. My defense 
can be summed up in just three words. You 
know what they are.” 

But the eyes, still wide and dewy, were 
turning in the direction of the woman who 
leaned across the table as if she did not dare 
to come nearer. 

“What do you know of him?” came the 
dreaded question. 

“More than you think! Enough to warn 
you not to go on—not to let him influence 
you! 

‘But you've never even mentionel his 
name.” 

‘There are reasons why I preferred not to.” 
She plunged into one last, desperate effort. 
“Darling, believe that I know what is best 
for you! Please—please—the mother who 
loves you better than anything in the world 
—better than herself a thousand times—beg: 
you, pleads with you! Look—look, dear! 
Can’t you see what I’m trying to make you 
see—that I couldn’t suffer like this if it weren't 
a question of life or death to me to save you 
from what he’s making you do?” 


SPASM of fury seized the lower part of 

the man’s face. His jaw went hard, ugly, 
his mouth threatening. That anguished 
figure drooping against the table, the low 
trembling voice, the broken words of appeal 
—was she going to rob him of the big scene 
of confession—the scene that was bound to 
sweep this intensely desired baby into his 
arms? Was she going to trick him by sob 
stuff out of the thing he wanted more than 
he had ever wanted anything in his life? 

He caught up both the girl’s hands, swept 
them against his breast, and with one knee 
pressed into the couch, leaned across its back. 

“Why don’t you give her your reasons’ 
She’s not a child—to accept blindly this 
abuse of me! You can’t drag her away by 
any such method. Why don’t you tell her 
the truth?” 

(Concluded on page 97) 

















From Seville, in sunny Spain, where 
climate and soil combine to make the 
finest olive growing district in the 
world come Heinz Queen Olives. 
The same region produces ripe olives 
for olive oil. And in the midst of 
these olive groves there is a Heinz 
establishment where the fruit is pre- 
pared under our strict supervision 
and the ripe olives are pressed for 
Heinz Imported Olive Oil. 

Olives and raisins from Spain, cur- 
rants from Greece, figs from Turkey, 
spices from Java and India, fruitsand 





vegetables from the garden spots of 
America! The whole world is drawn 
on for the products used in making 
the 57 Varieties. And wherever 
quick handling is necessary to pre- 
serve freshness, Heinz kitchens are 
located right on the spot. 

All these world-wide activities 
are for the purpose of making each 
food that bears the name Heinz pure 
and wholesome and good to eat— 
uniform in quality, and sufficient in 
quantity to supply a world-wide de- 
mand for them. 





H. J. HEINZ COMPANY 
57 Varieties 
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Mon Boudoir 
Poudre de Riz 


—a new com- 
plexion powder 
of especially ad- 
herent quality. 
PRICE 


ONE DOLLAR 
“4 AND A HALF 





j Quelques Fleurs 
' 
| 





hee Poudre de Talc 
} | ‘ty —fragrant with Idéal Poudre- 
: the exquisite Compact 


canine. 


Quelques Fleurs —of just the 
| odeur. proper size to 
Price carry in the 
ONE DOLLAR purse. 
PRICE 
ONE DOLLAR 


AND A HALF 





Extraits, Eawe de Toilette, Poudres a Sachet, Poudres de Riz, Poudres de Tale, Savons, Sels pour le Bain, Brillantines 


O-DAY, as in the days of Marie Antoinette, 
women of the European noblesse prefer the 
perfumes of HOUBIGANT to any other kind. To 
their cultivated taste, the inimitable charm of 
HOUBIGANT scents makes unfailing appeal. It 
is not strange, then, that when HOUBIGANT 
perfumes were first imported a half-century ago 
they should have found instant favor with those 
discriminating and exacting American women 
to whom the whole world sends the finest of 
its luxuries. New HOUBIGANT perfumes and 
toiletries have been sent from France from time 
to time, until now all HOUBIGANT products are 
available in the smart American shops every- 
where. Among the more recent of HOUBIGANT 
importations are the delightful talcum, com- 
plexion powder and powder-compact pictured. 


HOUBLGANT CAC 


New York, 16 West 49TH St. MontREAL, 46 St. ALEXANDER ST. 






Quelques Fleurs 
Le Parfum Idéal 
Mon Boudoir 

Le Temps des Lilas 
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MELODRAMA 


Rita Weiman’s Story 


(Concluded from paze 96) 


“Yes, mother,” the girl repeated dazeclly. 
“Tell me! It’s all so confusing. Why do you 
hate him so?” 

The woman reached out both hands. Then 
they dropped helplessly. Useless! Why try 
to fight that which was inexorable? She must 
face what she had brought upon herself as a 
soldier, condemned, faces the firing squad. 
But without glory, without martyrdom, 
without a single extenuating circumstance! 
She must not try to excuse herself, must not 
attempt an explanation of her folly. The 
court deals only in bare fact and a woman’s 
emotions can not enter into the judge’s 
consideration. 

don’t hate him—any more than I do 
myself.” She turned away from them both 
so that her features were absorbed in shadow 
and the next words spoken into darkness. 
But they came unfaltering. 

“We lived together five years—when I was 
playing in his company.” 

It was done—irrevocably! She could hope 
for nothing now! Those few words formed the 
balance wheel of her life. 

The girl gave a start that vibrated through 
all her slender frame. It was not a shudder 
but rather the tingle of recoil from sudden 
contact with electric wires, the galvanizing 
of a body in every fiber. 

** Mother—” the word was a sharp, indrawn 
breath, ‘not he!” 

The woman silently inclined her head. 

The girl’s breath caught, held. Her wide, 
startled eyes sped from the face veiled in 
shadow to the man’s and back again. A hand 
that trembled suddenly pushed the shining 
hair from the smooth young brow. 

“Not he!” she repeated. ‘‘He wasn’t the 
one you loved?” 

No strangeness in the whispered question 
penetrated the woman’s consciousness. It 
was numb with pain, with the shame of con- 
fession. She merely kept her face turned and 
her voice was husky, hopeless. 

“T sent you away. I didn’t want you to 
know about it—ever.” 

“But I did know about it.” 

“You—knew?” The tortured eyes re- 
turned, met the wide ones. 

“Yes. I’ve known a long time.’ 

“How?” 

“At school. My chum had a letter from 
home saying she mustn’t associate with me 
because my mother had been—well, not what 
hers was. It hurt at first—terribly. And 
then we laughed at the idea of any one trying 
to separate two good friends by any such silly 
argument as that—such an old-fashioned one! 
You'd been to school to visit me and she 
thought you a dear. Besides, it wasn’t my 
fault—” she stopped short. 

“What your mother was,” the woman 
amended. ‘‘No—that’s the tragedy of it! 
I've made you a victim—”’ 

“Oh, I didn’t look at it just that way, 
either. I knew how miserable my father had 
made you. And I was rather proud of the 
fact that you were ready to defy convention 
for a great love—and then willing to give 
that up for me.” 








’ 


HE two whose nerves were keyed to the 

point of breaking gazed over the bright 
head of the young girl at each other. The 
room seemed to whirl at a dizzying rate, that 
locked gaze its one pivotal point. The sweet, 
clear quality of her voice, ruffled only for a 
moment by astonishment, turned sensation, 
reason, power of thought itself into a chaotic 
jumble. The man completely of the world— 
seasoned in all its whimsies, its tricks—the 
woman whose heart had been wrung until all 
blood seemed to have been squeezed from it, 
asked mutely each of the other what this new 
twist could mean and found no answer. 
Youth was telling the woman that her secret 
which she would have given life, taken life, 
to keep hidden was no secret at all. The one 
shock was the revelation of the partner who 
shared it. To those two—an avalanche, the 
crash and crush of a boulder! To that one a 
pebble, the faint cloud of dust it sends up as it 
strikes the road! 

Simultaneously the two bent their gaze on 
the one. The woman spoke at last, still 
gropingly. 

**How did you know I'd given it up?” 

**Any one could have guessed that! Why, 
you never even tried to be pretty and a woman 
always wants to look beautiful when there’s a 
man to be considered.” 

Not much more than a gasp came from the 
lips forming the next foggy question. 


“But you—you've never even hinted that 
you knew.” 

““Why should I? It would have hurt you 
so. Almost everybody has something to 
hide, and the modern girl realizes it’s not 
so much what you have been as what you 
are that counts. Of course,” voice and eyes 
fell, “‘I didn’t think for a moment that he was 
the man. I’d never have guessed that. It 
would have been a frightful mess—wouldn’t 
it?—if I'd really meant to marry him.” 

The man turned on her with a start, the 
clenching of hands from which hers had long 
since been withdrawn. 

“But you came here—to my apartment!” 

“Oh, yes—that was for curiosity—the 
thrill of adventure. And to prove to Tony 
that no man has the right to tell me what I 
may or may not do. He quarreled with me 
when he found out I was seeing you. I told 
him it was just a lark—that I knew your 
reputation and he needn’t worry, but he said 
it had to stop. He was furious, really—so I 
wanted to frighten him, to give him a lesson. 
I shouldn’t have done it, I know, but I wrote 
him a note saying I had an appointment with 
you here this afternoon.” The dewy eyes 
were raised with a twinkling smile, the voice 
with a musical trill. ‘I shouldn’t be at all 
surprised if he were on his way down now. 
Your bell may ring any minute. I wonder 
what would have happened,” and her laugh 
was like the dainty chime of the clock in the 
next room, “if he had come and mother 
hadn’t been here. Poor, darling Tony!” 

The man took a short breath—the woman 
along one. 

“Does it occur to you that you’ve caused 
me some slight inconvenience?” he queried. 

“You weren't really willing to marry me, 
were you?” she put quite innocently. “I’d 
always heard you were a lady-killer and I 
thought this was just as much of a lark to you 
as it was to me. I’m sorry if I misunderstood 
—hbut you were so insistent—and I knew I 
was quite safe, since I didn’t love you. A 
woman is always safe with a man when she 
doesn’t love him.” 

The drooping form against the table swayed 
across it. Instantly the girl was on her feet. 

“Mother—mother dearest, I didn’t know 
I was bringing all this on you. Please believe 
that I didn’t! Why, I’d never have done it— 
not for anything in the world. Truly—truly! 
Look up, dear—say you forgive me! I’ve 
made you so unhappy and I didn’t mean to! 
Mother—”’ she lifted the tired face, laid a 
caressing cheek against it, “‘ will you forgive?” 
As if giving him some welcome information, 
she looked across at the man. ‘She’s the 
sweetest mother that ever lived,’’ she told 
him, her hand stroking the loosened hair. 

The man tramped the length of the couch 
and back several times. He said nothing. 
The girl led the woman to a chair, went over, 
picked up her own hat and the one that had 
dropped to the floor. Then she held out a 
small, delicate hand. 

““Good-by—and I’m sorry,” she said 
simply. ‘You see, it never occurred to me 
you were in earnest.” 

The man did not take it. 

**Good-by,” was all he vouchsafed. 

At the door she paused, wheeling about with 
swift afterthought. 

“T wonder if you’d mind,” she added, soft 
red lip caught between her teeth, “telling 
Tony, if he should come, that everything is 
all right and I’ve gone home.” 

“Not at all,” he agreed with a deep bow. 

A flutter of ghostly laughter sighed through 
the room. Or it may have been the flutter 
of a curtain at the window that veiled the 
speeding city as, with Time, it rushed by. 





HE man went over and stood before the 

woman whose fumbling fingers adjusted 
her hat. She looked like a traveler who has 
come a long way, through dark, twisting roads 
—like one whose eyes are trying to accustom 
themselves to a sudden blaze of dazzling light. 
She did not even see him as he waited for some 
word. She merely turned and, with one. arm 
linked through the girl’s, softly closed the 
door behind them. 

The man stared at it—blankly, a second. 
Then he returned to the couch, sank down on 
it and spoke to the sinking fire. 

“There is no melodrama to-day,” he told 
it, “‘because murder has become common- 
place and the old methods of seduction are 
passé. But one thing you can always depend 
upon—the element of surprise!” 

The ashes gave no answer 


The English adore the Prince of Wales; and in explain- 
ing their adoration they always speak of that Prince of 
Wales of a former generation—the grandfather of 
the present prince. Perhaps the most interesting part 
of Lady Warwick’s article in next month’s Har per’s 
Bazar is her account of the Prince of Wales of two 
gencrations ago, and of his influence on English society. 
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the name 








Ew Yorn 

















is not only a cherished companion on the steamer or 
motor trip, but its swagger distinction, its unusual 
fabric and its touch of rich fur adapt it for wear in 
town or country — or wherever smart fashions pre- 
dominate. 


Mangone Sport Coats of this character are for sale in 
prominent shops in over two hundred leading cities. 


For information, write: MANGONE, NEW YORK 
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tor Summer Days - 


and Every Da ry 


HERE is nothing like the cooling, 

soothing touch of Resinol Soap to 

give to the skin that smoothness, soft- 
ness and delightful freshness which every- 
one desires. 

What is more disheartening than a skin 
that is rough, coarse, red and spotted with 
clogging impurities? Yet frequently the ex- 
cessive perspiration of summer, combined 
with the dust, powder and natural oil, pro- 
duces just this condition. There is only one 
way to prevent it. Keep your skin clean! 
Use plenty of soap. Good, wholesome soap 
and water never hurt anyone, and it’s the 
sure, safe way to get real, pore-searching 
cleanliness. 

Resinol Soap is the ideal cleanser. It 
gives a profuse lather that, despite its airy 
daintiness, possesses just the requisite prop- 
erties to allay the heat of sunburn and 
refreshingly cleanse the pores 
—dissolving the impurities 
and bringing out one’s hidden 
beauty. 

Used before retiring, the absolute 
purity of Resinol Soap offers to the 
sensitive skin a non-irritant cleanser, 
imparting a velvety softness and 
pleasing clearness. Men delight in 
its invigorating fragrance, and _ its 
healthful properties protect the 
skin of babyhood. 

LET US SEND YOU A 
free trial size cake. Write 
Dept. 12-J, Resinol, Baltimore, 
Md. Or buy a cake today from 
your druggist or toilet 
goods dealer. They 
all sell it. 
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(Continued from page 60) 


Pelham emerged from behind his barbed- 
wire fence and put his arm round Malcolm’s 
shoulder. 

“My dear old man,” he said, “it was 
damned nice of you to hunt me up to have 
a shot at getting me to go back and eat humble- 
pie and watch Beatrix play about with Green- 
wood—Alec Greenwood, ‘so suggestive of 
spring,’ but let me tell you at once that you 
can’t do it. You don’t see, the family won’t 
see, and probably Beatrix doesn’t quite see 
that it’s over, gone phut. But I saw it last 
night plainer than I ever wish to see anything 
again, so don’t let’s argue. It’s going to 
make an awful mess and put things badly on 
the blink, to say nothing of rotting the whole 
show for me. But I’m for all or nothing, and 
Beatrix weni out of her way to make it dead 
clear yesterday that ‘nothing’ is the new 
watchword. All right, then. There’s the 
end. I shall set her free as soon as it can be 
dome. . «2 

“And then what?” 

“God knows.” He wanted, with the most 
poignant longing, to ask about the boy. As 
for Beatrix, he didn’t want, at the moment, 
to know about her. He could still see her, 
standing in cool and insolent defiance in the 
hall, eyes laughing, don’t-care-two-cents 
round her mouth. 


UT Malcolm made one more effort. He 

loved these two, and when he was away 
from them and sometimes permitted himself 
to live in a brief dream in which Beatrix lived 
in his house, his compensation for not having 
been lucky enough to have been the man 
chosen by her had always lain in the fact that 
the ideal of marriage had been realized by 
them. And there was that boy! .. . 

“*Nothing’ may have been the watchword 
last night,”’ he said, “‘but when you left the 
hall to go to the garage Beatrix flew at me 
and cried out that I didn’t understand, that 
neither of us understood—and that’s true. 
We don’t . . . we’re blunderers. And so, be- 
fore you go any farther, come back and see 
if the thread can be mended.” 

As Malcolm warmed to his job certain 
phrases that Beatrix had used during their 
talk the previous afternoon and later came 
leaping into his mind like reinforcements. 

“She may have been getting something 
out of her system,” he said, “‘ playing a game, 
the last of her games—the death of her youth, 
the crossing of the bridge. I don’t know. 
We neither of us know. Perhaps she doesn’t 
quite know, but give it a chance and come 
back. She's frightfully young, Pel, you must 
remember that.” 

Blunderers both, poor devils, and that last 
remark, meant so well, stamped Malcolm as 
the bigger blunderer of the two. 

Out it came, that fool complex, touched 
squarely in the middle. “Yes. She's eight- 
een and I’m thirty-six—and there you have it. 
Old son, chuck it. It’s hopeless to chew it 
all over. I’m out, I tell you. I understand 
that. The whole thing was a mistake. She 
had the pluck to let me see that it’s over. 
Majische.” He put his finger on the bell. 

“Oh, God!” said Malcolm. “What a 
damned shame. . . . I looked at the success 
of your marriage as one of the few certainties 
of life.” 

To which Pelham had nothing to say. It 
wasn’t necessary, because all his grief, home- 
lessness, and sense of failure made a sudden 
havoc of his anger and wounded pride. 


HAT was the good of hanging about 

a blistering city and killing a couple of 
hours until lunch-time in a club to which he 
went so seldom that the servants looked at 
him with suspicion and asked him who he 
was? There might be a train to take him 
back to good air and a touch of breeze if 
he drove to the station at once. His mission 
had failed. 

He hailed one of the shoals of yellow taxis 
that, all with different names—their correct 
name was the Yellow Peril—dodged about the 
streets like fish in a bowl, and drove to the 
Grand Central. By the skin of his teeth, 
he caught a train, and after a bumping that 
seemed to have spread over a week of ill- 
spared life found himself blinking and in- 
credulous on the sun-spotted platform of his 
destination. 

A long drive brought him finally to the 
house of many wings in which he was immedi- 
ately aware of being eyed inquisitively and 
anxiously by the various servants whose 
functions permitted them to appear upon the 
face of things. The footman, who was on the 
doorstep at the first sound of the station taxi, 
searched his face for news. The butler who 
came forward merely to volunteer the in- 
formation that lunch was about to be served, 
nothing more, put him through fifty seconds of 
microscopic examination. A maid, emerging 
from the kitchen, was dramatically arrested 
in the hal] at the sight of dog marks on one 
of the rugs, and while removing these with an 
claborate demonstration of horror seized the 
opportunity to read in his expression the re- 


sult of his unadvertised visit to the city of 
which everybody seemed to know. Howit had 
got about that Pelham had left the house jp 
the small hours of the morning didn’t matter, 
It was most obvious even to short-sighted 
Malcolm that the fact had been the sensation 
of the day, discussed and rediscussed from 
every angle, and that the conclusion arrived 
at by the ménage in general was that “some. 
thing’s up.” 

Beatrix had seen the nice, ugly face of the 
poet in goggles, because she had flown to the 
window of her bedroom as the coughing Ford 
made the incline from the gate to the house 
and stood chugging beneath. And like every- 
body else she read the word failure that was 
stamped upon it and immediately locked her 
door. It was the involuntary action of one 
who felt the instant need of barricading her 
self against the misplaced sympathy of 
Brownie or the belated reproaches of Malcolm. 
Besides, the fact that she rejoiced in Malcolm’s 
failure and would probably have to say so to 
those amazed people would take too long to 
explain. ... 

She had had, to begin with, a very bad 
night. She had not, as a matter of fact, 
attempted to cajole sleep, or even to make 
herself comfortable by the removal of her 
clothes, as most women do, especially in a 
time of great emotional perturbation. She 
had sat up in the dark, dressed, wondering 
and wondering. For a long time she had had 
upon her the startled feeling. that numbs the 
brain of a young thing who has put a light 
to a train of gunpowder with which to blow 
up a hiding place of branches and twigs and 
stands before the débris of ar actual house. 
She was amazed at the power of this explosive 
which she had laid down with a too heavy 
hand. 


HEN she had risen, bruised and humble, 

had cried a little as she paced up and 
down her lonely room, and had begun to 
examine the position of things with the 
minutest care. Her temperamental spree, as 
Malcolm had called it, had ended in disaster. 
There was no doubt about that. But out 
of the ruins came, first, and that instantly, 
an enormous addition to her already great 
respect for Pelham. By refusing to stay under 
the same roof with her after her cold-blooded 
cruelty, the far-fetched reason of which he 
was utterly incapable of understanding, as 
she ought to have known, he had done exactly 
the right thing, the Pelham thing, and she 
adored him for it. It showed strength, and 
with her strength was a fetish. It showed so 
much more character than the bandying of 
words and the sulky occupation of separate 
tooms, especially on such a day. 

More than that, and that was fine enough, 
she argued, it showed love, a greater love 
than he had already abundantly proved him- 
self to possess. And wasn’t this the very 
thing that she had set herself, in her round- 
about way, to bring out? Of course it was. 
Hurrah then, things began to look up wonder- 
fully! As for her, she found, as she went 
from stone to stone across the stream of 
argument, that she had never loved him 
more ardently, more consummately or with 
a more perfect desire to give. He might 
stay away from her for a day, or even two 
days, she told herself. Without prompting 
from her Malcolm would certainly go up as 
a peacemaker, and would fail. Of course he 
would fail. And then she would go up wearing 
a new frock and humbleness, and in the sim- 
plest possible words tell him of the emotion 
that had broken out like an illness, the passion 
excited by the love of love, the last adolescent 
fling for Romance. 

Good Heavens, it was such a natural thing 
that anybody could understand it, even 
Pel, whose ignorance of women was incredible 
—but good. Yes, and then she would go 
up, and, stepping out of all the egotism and 
arrogance that she had been trained to, ask 
to be forgiven and cry out her love for him, 
and respect, and liking, and desire, and bring 
him home again. This was the first of their 
misunderstandings—and it should be the last. 

Having arrived at this height, after dawn 
had broken through, it was absurd to think 
of sleep. She was far too happy to miss 
a fraction of a moment of it, and instead of 
going to bed went mentally through all the 
processes of dressing, leaving, going to town, 
confessing and being held against a blazing 
heart, over and over again. But finally, 
just as Brownie tiptoed in at eight o’clock, 
having herself enjoyed a very bad night after 
seeing Pelham go to the garage, of which her 
windows commanded a most excellent view, 
sleep took her forcibly to bed, and almost 
before she could slip out of her clothes put her 
out of dreaming. 

It was at a moment when Malcolm was 
half-way through an uncomfortable lunch, 
sitting opposite to Brownie, who, in the 
deepest gloom, sat as though she were making 
her last meal before leaving a sinking shiP> 
that Beatrix entered, radiant. Very hungry 

(Continued on page 100) 
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Simple Single Lock Test 


My special patented Free Trial 
outfit contains a package of this 
new powder together with a trial 
bottle of the restorer and full ex- 
planations and directions for 
making the test on a single lock 
of hair. 


You Needn’t Tell the Secret 


My method of restoring the original 
color to gray hair is so sure and simple that 
every woman can do it herself. There is no 
outside aid required, no expert skill needed. 
No one need know your secret. 

My restorer is a clear, colorless liquid, 
clean as water, and as pure and dainty. 
It is easily and quickly applied by combing 
through the hair. The restored color is 
perfectly even and natural, and permanent. 
There is no greasy sediment to make your 
hair sticky and stringy, nothing to wash off 
or rub off. 

Once I Was Gray 

I perfected my scientific restorer to 
bring back the original color to my own 
prematurely gray hair. Millions have since 
used it. So will millions more. It is the 
most popular and biggest-selling prepara- 
tion of its kind in the world. 


Just Mail the Coupon 


My free offer really is abso- 
lutely free—I even prepay post- 
age. Just fill out the coupon care- 
fully, using X to indicate color 
of hair, and, if possible, enclose a 
lock of hair in your letter. By 
return mail you will receive a 
free trial outfit. 

Then when you have proved 
how surely, safely and easily you 
can restore your gray hair to its 
original youthful, beautiful color 
get a full-sized bottle from your 
druggist. If he cannot supply 
you, write direct to me and I will 
take care of your needs. 


Prove how easily and surely gray 
hair can be restored 
Recently my laboratories have made an- 
other discovery, in the shape of a new 
preparatory powder which acts as a tonic 
and antiseptic, putting your hair in perfect 
condition for restoration. 


=== Please print your name and address +m mmammy 


MARY T. GOLDMAN, 

148H Goldman Bidg., St. Paul, Minn. 
Please send your patented Free Trial 
Outfit. X shows color of hair. 

Black. ..... dark brown. medium 


cary J, Gokelamacagy Vi. a 
Htair Color Restorer s*"" 


Over 10,000,000 Bottles Sold 
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This Time - Tested 


REDUC see Connervative Wer 


Quietly supplied for years to the most conservative families, 
often on advice of physicians of highest standing, Basy 
Bread deservedly enjoys its time-tested reputation of a safe 
reducing food. 

Itisa simple, dependable food, wholesome and delicious, 
that supplies increased energy and acts exactly as nature 
would. It has nothing in common with medicines, drugs 
or methods of dieting, massage or exercise which leave you 
worn out, weakened and starved. 

Write us today, and we 
will send you our free 
booklet, giving detailed J 


SY BREAD 


REGISTERED — TRADE MARK 





Whether you are uncom- 
fortably overweight or mere- 
ly wish to lose a few pounds 
for fashion's sake, eat 


BASY BREAD 


It will help you safely and 
strengtheningly, without in- 
terfering with your natural 
mode of living, or, even 
more important, without 
present or future danger to 
your health. 





Free Booklet on Request 


DOCTORS’ ESSENTIAL 
FOODS CO. 
39 Oakwood Ave. 
ange New Jersey 
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of arms, legs, back, bust, abdomen, thighs, hips and ankles in men and 
women is accomplished in the privacy of your home or while traveling, by a few 
minutes’ use each day of the internationally famous invention— 


% 
ITE LAW’ TON RE 
AND ILL UST’ a gentle, De DURSE massage that breaks down the underlying, un- 
wanted, Tnsighlly, exmatustoneets Tee from any portion of the body to which you apply the Fat Re- 
ducer. It reduces only where you wish to lose fat. The waste matter is thon carried out of the system 
through the organs of elimination. No drugs, no exercises, no electricity, no sta-vation diet. More than 
60,000 men and women in the past few years have reduced to their entire satisfaction by the use of this 
famous Fat Reducer. It doesn’t leave the skin flabty. Im fact, it smooths-the skin and firms the flesh. 
This Fat Reducer ssapproved by physicians as omeely one and effic ent; they bave used and reco»nmended 


it to patients. is per u can reduce 
our FAT whether 10 or 100 pounds overweight. If at the end of eleven 








. . and you pay postman $3.75 plus few eents postage, or 
Special Price it you prefer to remit in advance, send $3.76 plus 20c. 
po 


$375 


SENT C.O.D pana printed Guarantee 


satisfaction and accompanies every Fat Reducer. Write today. 














DR. THOMAS LAWTON, 120 W. 70th St., Dept. 125, New York City 














A Secret of Popularity 


ATHING dress especially reveals a woman’s dainty grooming 
white underarms, marble-smooth limbs. 
But don’t pull hair out! That’s dangerous! Nature rushes to heal the 
spot and so nourishes it; several hairs grow in, strong and coarse, for 
every one removed! 
Use X-Bazin—the century-old, French way to remove hair safely and cleanly. 
X-Bazin does not increase the growth of new hair. Sold always with a money-back 


guarantee ... at all drug and department stores. 50c and $1 in the United 
States. Elsewhere, 75c and $1.50. 


Manufactured by Hall & Ruckel, Inc., Makers of Sozodont 
Send 10c for sample and descriptive booklet to 


GEO. BORGFELDT & CO., Sole Distributors in the United States 
Dept. C, 111-119 East 16th Street, New York 
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Dhe French way to remove hair 
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Send for your copy of 
Elisabeth Arden’s new 
book. Take it with you 
on your travels. If you 
can not buy the Arden 
Preparations near your 
summer home, send for 
them by mail so as not 
io neglect the care of the 
skin wherever you are. 


Elizabeth Arden’s New Booklet 


Describes Many Delightful and Becoming Prep- 
arations for Keeping the Skin Fresh and Cool 


VERY year, Elizabeth Arden receives hundreds of re- 

quests for her booklet “The Quest of the Beautiful.’ 

It has come to be regarded as the guide to the famous 
Arden method for the care of the skin. Women all over the 
world, who can not come to Elizabeth Arden’s Salon, learn 
to give the skin scientific treatment at home by following the 
instructions given in “‘The Quest of the Beautiful.” 


Now Elizabeth Arden has prepared a NEW edition of her book. It is 

‘The Quest of the Beautiful” still, but dressed in a smart new cover, with 
new charming illustrations, and introducing several new Arden Venetian 
Preparations. 


You will tind in its pages an outline of the daily treatment of the skin according 
to Elizabeth Arden’s scientific method, and descriptions of all the Venetian 
Preparations. Each Preparation is formulated tor some specific requirement 
f the skin. Of particular interest at this time are the Preparations which 
keep the skin fresh and cool and protect it from the ill effects of exposure. 
Elizabeth Arden warns you that the skin re- 
quires even more than usual care in summer. 
Sunburn thickens the skin and coarsens its 
texture. You must prevent sunburn and keep 
the skin toned, clear and fine. You must nour- 
ish the tissues, replace the oils which are dried 
by hot winds and sun. You must use a fine 
COC ling powder, and a powder-base that cor- 
a moist oily shine. 





rects the tendenc y to 


Elizabeth Arden Recommends for Daily Use in Summer: 


Venetian Cleansing Cream. Soft, melting, penetrating. Removes dust and im- 
purities from the pores, replaces the natural oils of the skin, keeps it smooth and 
Ss ipple. $1, $2, $3 


astringent. Tones, firms and 
to cleanse and soothe the skin. 
the face, particu- 


Venetion Ardena Skin Tonic. Gentle bleach 
whitens the skin. Use with and after ( leansing Cre 
These two Preparations are much to be preferred to soz 


larly after exposure. 85c, $2, $3.75. 





ap and water on 


Deep tissue bt slider. excellent f 


Venetian Orange Skin Food. € l 
. Fills out fine d 


face. Nourishes the skin, keeps it smooth and ful 





Venetian Lille Lotion. Exquisite finishing lotion, to be used under powder. Corrects 
1 moist oily shine. Gives a silken texture to the skin. Prevents sunburn, freckling and 
roughness. White, Cream, Naturelle, Special Rachel, Spanish Rachel, Ocre. $1.50, $2.50. 





. soft and soothing. Prevents 


Venetian Aunquetie. Cream. Delightful vanishing crear 
Sn Makes powder adhere 


dryness, tan and frec ooth it on the face before going out. 
inde finitely. ~ $1, “$2. 


Arden Ocre Powder. The smartest powder of summer. A warm flattering shade, 
matches or simulates the golden tint of a tanned skin. Exquisitely fine and pure. $3. 





'f you want to reduce or increase your weight, or experience the 
wonderful benefits of exercise, send for Elizabeth Arden’s booklet 
describing her new Exercises for Health and Beauty. 


Postage paid on mail orders exceeding $10 


ELIZABETH ARDEN 


673-C FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 


London, 25 Old Bond Street 
Boston, 192 Boylston St. Detroit, 318 Book Building 
San Francisco, 233 Grant Ave Washington, 1147 Connecticut Ave. 
Southampton, L.I., Culver Hill Newport, 184 Bellevue Ave. 


Paris, 2 rue de la Paix 


Arden Venetian Preparations are also on sale at 
more than 600 smart shops in the United States. 
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too. A good appetite always follows upon 
a burst of emotion. 

‘“Good morning, everybody. What per- 
fect weather! Eggs and bacon, please.” 
She divided a smile equally between Malcolm, 
Brownie and the at once alert Alfred, and 
went on humming the latest popular fox-trot— 
an American version of a nice old German 
tune. How useful are the folk-songs of that 
land of composers to the Broadway manipula- 
tors of musical plays! 

‘By Jove, what courage!”’ said Malcolm to 
himself as Brownie registered the fact that she 
was acting. 

‘Give me six bisques, Mally, and I'll take 
you round _ the course this afternoon and 
whack you. 

“You'll probably do that playing level,” 
he said, “without much effort.” 

Why? Are you trying to suggest that 
a trip to town has put you off your game? 
By the way, how’s Pel this morning? Did 
he enjoy his midnight drive?’ 

“TI didn’t ask him,” said Malcolm, rather 
shortly. He had made up his mind to report 
the result of his talk to Pelham without any 
attempt to minimize its gravity. If Beatrix’s 
high spirits were not mere bravado it would be 
his unpleasant duty to administer a shock. 


T WAS not until Beatrix rose and went out 
into the sun on the terrace and the little 
brown woman returned to her comfortable 
quarters that Malcolm, screwing himself 
up to break the news, went out into the sun. 
And Beatrix ran her hand through his arm 
and fell into step with him. 

zet’s see. This is Wednesday,” she said 

“On Saturday morning I’m going to ask Pel 
to arrange to take me for a fortnight on the 
Galatea. I want to show baby all the islands 
on the way to Bar Harbor, too. 

But Malcolm’s enthusiastic agreement with 
this nice domestic plan, for which she waited 
confidently, was not forthcoming. It was 
her way of telling him, in a few words, that 
she was going to use Thursday and Friday to 
bring about a complete reconciliation, and 
she put into her voice a quiet, wifely-motherly 
note which could not fail to prove to him that 
her temperamental upheaval had passed 
away, leaving her sane and contrite. 

“Don’t you like the idea?’’ she asked with 
a touch of impatience. 

Feeling like a man who has been sent to an 
unsuspecting wife to tell her of the death of 
her husband, Malcolm fumbled for words. 

“It would have been a good idea yester- 
day,” he said. “But things have happened 
since then.” 

“IT know,” said Beatrix. ‘‘ But other things 
are going to happen before Saturday that 
will wipe them out. Don't you gather that?” 

“I’m afraid they won’t wipe them out, my 
dear. It isn’t so easy as all that.” 

Beatrix stopped and faced him. ‘What 
do you mean?” she asked. Poor old Mally! 
How little he knew about the power of women 
to make things easy when they choose to 
exert the full strength of charm and generosity 
as she intended to do during the next two 
days. Probably one would be enough, an 
hour of one. 

“IT mean,” he said, rushing to the point, 
“that Pelham isn’t in the mood for the 
Galatea, Bee. When he left you last night 
this has to be said—he didn’t leave you till to- 
morrow or Saturday. He left you for good.” 

Beatrix laughed. What absurd things had 
these two been saying, putting their funny old 
heads together? She could see them making 
a mountain out of a mole-hill, both grave and 
strong, and laying down the law through 
clouds of tobacco smoke, standing alternately 
in the limelight, until the moment when Pel- 
ham, announcing his ultimatum, sent Mal- 
colm back to deliver it to her. It was a naive 
scheme to frighten her and make her rush to 
town in a frightful fantigue, there to be for- 
given after a tearful apology and a declaration 
of love. Well, he should have it most sin- 
cerely. It was what he deserved. 

But the laugh angered Malcolm, because it 
seemed to him to show a heartlessness and 
flippancy that didn’t belong to this business. 

‘You re going to be surprised to hear,” he 
said, ‘that Pel’s going to spend the next fort- 
night with his lawyers for the purpose of set- 
ting you free. After which he’s coming with 
me to Paris.”’ It was out, brutally. 

“It’s a joke,” said Beatrix. 

“If you knew Pel as well as I do, 
you wouldn't say that. And you wouldn’t 
be able to say it, if you realized how fright- 
fully you hurt him yesterday. To all the 
arguments that I put up on your behalf— 
and I fought hard—he had only one state- 
ment to make. ‘It’s over,’ he said. ‘She’s 
eighteen and I’m thirty-six, and there you 
have it. The whole thing was a mistake. 


I’m for all or nothing, and she let me see that 
nothing is the watchword. I'm out. It’s 
over. And he is out and it is over. It’s 
too late for you to do anything to mend the 
thread. You've broken it, and it’s a damned 
shame.” 

“And le turned away, stirred to a deep 
emotion, walked to the end of the terrace and 
stood looking down at the garden from which 
all the color seemed to him to have gone. 


ND without an instant’s pause Beatrix 

followed him, put her hands on his 
shoulders and a laughing face within six 
inches of his own. “I tell you that it’s a 
joke,’ she repeated. ‘‘What rot for him to 
say that he’s too old. Of course, he’s for all 
or nothing. SoamI. The whole thing was 
not a mistake. It was and is the best and 
most wondertul thing that’s ever happened on 
this earth. He couldn’t set me free under 
any law in existence now or any that could 
be invented by the most spiteful brain to deal 
especially with me. I'll fight like a cat never 
to be set free. So, my dear old Mally, far 
from being over it’s only just beginning and 
I'll bet you every blessed thing I have, and 
am ever likely to have, that Pel and I and 
baby go aboard the Galatea on Saturday 
morning for a little trip to Heaven. Will 
you take me?’ 

And when, in utter amazement, Malcolm 
backed away and looked at this young, wise, 
triumphant creature with her hair gleaming 
in the sun, she laughed again, touched his 
cheek with her lips as a reward for his well- 
meant but useless efforts, and danced away 
to make her plans for an encircling movement 
upon Pel. 


UT—and there is always a but—there 

were two factors in the existing state of 
this matrimonial affair which were not going 
to make things quite so easy as Beatrix took 
for granted. There was the wounded vanity 
that had not only rushed Pelham back to his 
bachelor quarters but had put him into the 
dangerous spirit that creates a hunger-strike 
and makes a martyr. 

And there was our wee friend May. 

Having returned to town with Elizabeth 
McKenzie from the Vanderdyke house, May 
happened that afternoon to be undergoing the 
enforced rest cure that is always to be ob- 
tained when people are rash enough to at- 
tempt to drive up or down the Avenue. 
Seated in the McKenzie car, she was chewing 
the cud of bitter reflection. 

There was no doubt as to the fact that 
Beatrix, in their first bout, had knocked her 
under the ropes. With a certain amount of 
admiration and sportsmanship she acknowl- 
edged her defeat and was already wondering 
upon which of the McKenzies’ men acquain- 
tances she should commence the well-known 
tactics of the female spider. Pelham Franklin 
was not only too well protected—by Jove, 
that gray-blue girl!—but was the possessor 
of the sort of single-track brain that she had 
never met in any other man. Never. He 
was out, bad luck to it. He would have been 
so precisely right, too, at this tricky stage 
of her career, with all that money. 

Well, it meant beginning all over again— 
next time, if she could wangle it, with one of 
McKenzie’s banker friends who had passed 
into the dangerous age of forty-five—a man 
who had been contentedly married for twenty 
years, had been so concentrated upon the 
making of money that he had had no spare 
moments in which to realize that all the best 
years of his life had been sacrificed and who, 
suddenly panic-stricken at the sight of white 
hairs and a bulging waistcoat, turns round and 
rushes back to catch the ecstasies of a des- 
perate youth and falls headlong at the feet 
of spring. What a pity to have achieved 
Franklin’s friendship and admiration and 
then to have had “Road closed” put up by 
Beatrix in so completely capable a way. 
Ah, well, well, that’s what it was to be a 
parasite, one who worked harder to earn 4 
living by not working than those who worked. 

In the only way open to her she would now 
have again to set about the realization of her 
lifelong dream—the beautiful house, the rare 
old furniture, the exquisite china, the soft- 
footed servants, the rustling gowns, the total 
freedom from sordid money worries. . - 
How crowded the Avenue was! 

And how odd it seemed to pass a succes- 
sion of the same profiles only to be passed 
by them when the blazing eye in the fore 
head of the police box brought all the cars to 
an abrupt standstill, and gave the great street 
the uncanny appearance of having been sud- 
denly frozen. She became interested in one 
face and then another and presently in the 
small head and square shoulders of—nd, 

(Continued on page 102) 
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That best bedroom 
impression 
NCE you see one of your 
beds with a Dolly Madi- 
son Bed Spread you'll wait 
them for every bed. 

These rippling, colorful 
spreads tone up any bedroom, 
giving a distinctive individu- 
ality which pleases the entire 
family and makes a lasting 
impression. 

Dolly Madison spreads are 
obtainable in various attrac- 
tive colorings—also in sizes to 
fit any bed. 

See Dolly Madison Spreads 
at the Bedding Dept. of your 
leading department store. Ask 
at the Drapery Dept. for Dolly 
Madison Crinkle Cloth to 
match. Only the genuine 
spreads have the Dolly Madi- 
son label in corner. 
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Off comes all your superfluous hair. 

Just spread on Neet the wonderful new 
cream, let it stay a little while, then rinse off all 
the hair with clear water. Used by physicians. 
Money back if it fails to please you. 50c at drug 
and Dept. stores. Liberal trial size 10c by mail. 
Hannibal Pharmacal Co. , 609 Locust, St. Louis 


In Canada— 0c, trial size 10c., McGillivray 
Bros., Ltd., Agents. 184 Bay Street, Toronto, Ont. 
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RINKLES have a habit of stamp- 
W ing themselves upon feminine 
faces. 

There are “laughing wrinkles” that 
crinkle the skin around the eyes and cor- 
ners of the mouth—‘‘student wrinkles ””— 
coming from the scowl that means deep 
thought—and ‘“‘sunshine  wrinkles’”— 
those perpendicular ones between the 
brows— 

All stamp age across your face—for all 
to see. 


Ego Wrinkle Remover 


removes wrinkles by removing the cause. It 
feeds and strengthens the underlying tissues 
and makes new wrinkles impossible to form. 
It softens the skin, feeds the starved cells and 
then holds the skin in its new wrinkle-free 
position until the 
wrinkles are gone 
forever. Get it at 
Dip a handkerchief into once—say good-bye 
water. As the fibres are to age—you have a 
softened the creases vantsh right to preserve 
just as wrinkles disappear youth Send the 
under the softening treat- - . ata 
ment of Ego Wrinkle Re- coupon. Ego is 
mover. guaranteed. 
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Ego Wrinkle Remover. . . . $5.00 
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Ego Deodorant Cream . . . 1.00 | 
Spread the handkerchief against a Ego Perspiration Regulato . 1.50 
window pane to dry. Ihe creases Ego Dandruff Remover and Hair 
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What the pane of glass does to the Ego Nail Polish . . . ae 
handkerchief, Ego Wrinkle Remover Ego Sunburn Preventive .00 
does to the skin by holding it taut Ego Ankle Cream ........ -00 
until the ‘true skin" sets in place. Ego FreckleCream ....... 7.50 | 
Ego Skin and Pore Cleanser 5.00 | 
Ego pete —— Cream .. ‘ by 4 | 
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EGO BEAUTY 
CHART— FREE 
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Ego Chart. It will 
help you on the 
road to beauty. 
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whether you have 
wrinkles or not? 
The Beauty Chart 
will tell you. Write 
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order direct. 
Grace M. Anderson 
V. VIVAUDOU, Inc. 
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Grace M. Anderson, V. VIVAUDOU, INC | 
Dept. 1008, 469 Fifth Ave., New York 
Enclosed please find $5.00—check, cash, or | 
money order—for which please send me one 
tube of Ego Wrinkle Remover, together with | 
full instructions. I am privileged to return | 
the tube of Ego Wrinkle Remover and have | 
full money refunded should I not be pleased | 
with it in every way. (If ordering other 
preparations enclose money and list of prod- 
ucts you wish on separate sheet.) 
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ancy will dictate the furs best suited 
to her personality. But in determin- 
ing which colors are authentic and 
dependable, she must be guided by 
reputation. None stand higher in 
this regard than Furs dyed by 
FEDERAL—the largest fancy fur 
dyers in the world. 


The August Fur Sales, which will 
soon hold sway, present an early 
opportunity to see the new ideas 
in furs and colors and to ask for 


. furs that have been Federal Dyed. 


Especially in Squirrel, Kolinsky, 
Mink, Caracul, Ermine, Foxes and 
all the other finer furs. 


2*FEDERAL 
FUR DYEING CORP. 
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Corset reproan.. surtesy Benjamin & Johnes 
TUDY THE FASHIONS in outer 
apparel before ordering your 
corsets for Fall. 
There is a freedom and grace in 
the Fall silhouette that pre-de- 
termines the fashion in corsets. 
The corset for Fall, 1923, 


elastic ! 


must be 


Makers of better grade corsets have 
adopted KENLASTIC, the knitted elastic, 
as thestandard of quality and resiliency. 
Merchants specify KENLASTIC, the 
knitted elastic, for the corsets they offer 
their best customers. 

Women of discrimination accept 
KENLASTIC, the knitted elastic, as a 
guarantee of lasting fit and satisfaction 
in all-elastic and elastic and brocade 
corsets. 

JAMES R. KENDRICK CoO., INC. 

DEPARTMENT A 


Germantown Ave. and Pastorius St., PHILADELPHIA 
205 Sixth Ave., NEW YORK 
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es—Pelham, walking aimlessly, with lips 
ight under the well-known small mustache 
’elham, of all men, here in town on such an 
ifternoon, with something about him, all 
about him, that gave out depression and home- 
,essness and the damn-all of one who had 
lost interest in life to so great an extent that 
it was a wonder that he was not followed by a 
procession of stray dogs and deserted cats 
and wandering failures. What. in the name 
of all that was amazing .. . 


ITH a burst of short-lived energy the 

car swept by, and with her head over her 
shoulder, like Lot’s inquisitive wife, wee May 
watched the tall wiry figure among the 
swarming humanity. And then, brought to 
a halt once more, saw him come on and on, 
with his eyes on the pavement, oblivious of 
every one, until he passed, again, along the 
huge gully that was glorified by a sky as blue 
and cloudless as that which hung over Cairo. 

‘That rift,’’ she said to herself, with ex- 
citement and the hope that belongs to gam- 
blers and antique dealers and women without 
bonds. “It’s widened. There’s been a row. 
He’s hurt and angry and miserable. Oh, 
ye gods, for the chance to get even with that 
confident girl, that gray-blue girl, and find 
a slit in the armor of this one-eyed man!” 

She opened the door of the stand-pat car 
and got out. “I’m going to walk home,” she 
said. ‘Perhaps you’d better go back and 
wait for Mrs. McKenzie,” and away she went 
after Pelham like a fish against the stream. 

“One of the crazy ones,” thought the 
chauffeur, to whom walking, when engines 
had conquered, was a fool’s game. 

“Oh, hullo, Pel,’’ she said, touching his 
arm with friendly fingers. 

And like one who finds water in a desert, 
Pelham stopped and turned and grasped the 
little hand. ‘‘ By Jove, this is good!” he said, 
thankful to discover among that surging 
mass of strangers one familiar face. “What 
are you doing? Where are you going?” 

Nothing—nowhere,”’ she answered, but 
with the old courageous smile. 

*May I catch on? 

“I wish you would. I’m desperately 
lonely.” 

“So am I. Come to the Plaza and have 
tea, and if you're not doing anything to- 
night dine with me and do a show or some- 
—. Can you?’ 

Could she? Watchher jump! But to him, 
this man so eager for companionship, who was 
accustomed to having his own way, it was 
loyalty to her sex not to be too easy. ‘‘Not 
to-night, I’m afraid,” she said. 

“Why not?” 

“Well, I'm still with the McKenzies, you 
see, and I’ve a vague idea that I’m dining 
out with them.’ 

“Oh, scratch it,” he said, going forward 
with horror to an echoing apartment. 

‘I wonder if I dare.’ 

“Why not?” 

“At any rate, I'll come to tea and when 
I see Elizabeth find exactly how things stand 
and ring you up. She’s been so sweet to me 
I wouldn’t put her in a hole for anything on 

earth—even you.” She was utterly free and 
so could well afford to stand on rectitude. 

“Thanks. [I can’t stick this place alone. 
It giv es me the creeps. 

“Don’t I know!”’ she said, putting into her 
voice so pictorial an expression of sympathy 
and understanding that no other words were 
necessary to paint her similar loose-endedness. 

“That is good indeed.” 

And as they were caught in the tide that 
went sweeping up the street a sense of thank- 
fulness pervaded both of them. 


ND so they dined together. The place 
with a French name and French cooking 
and a small French orchestra that played 
small French tunes managed, in spite of all 
this conscious effort, to achieve an atmosphere 
that was almost French. Something of the 
artificial naughtiness was there, the cunningly 
simulated méchanceté that is the keynote of 
every successful restaurant in the city of suc- 
cessful restaurants—the lace on the windows, 
the numerous screens, the seclusion of cor- 
ners, the subtle sympathy of the mazére d'hétel, 
the faint suggestion of chypre and garlic, 
the inarticulation of another man’s wife. 
In spite, too, of the fact that Paul Roget 
came to the tables in cups. But it was Paul 
Roget and finally it was Napoleon brandy, 
and the cups gave both an added flavor. 
They hadn't much to say. There was no 
outpouring, no mutual bursts of ego. Fourth 
walls were permitted tacitly to stand. But 
there was companionship which put a welcome 
stop to introspection and broke the endless 
chain of inward argument. And there was 
the necessity to think for some one else for 
a change which utter loneliness prevents. 
They said the sort of things that didn’t matter 
and laughed at nothing, taking care to skate 
very clear of the thin ice of confidence. It 
was as though both had become unhitched 
from the main line and while waiting to be 


taken ”. again killed time pleasantly on the 
siding. Pelham worked for that mental and 
physical attitude and his wee friend May was 
quick to take the hint. She was as expert as 
a hardened stock actress in the picking up of 
cues. 


HEY dawdled and, like people who saw 

the dock ahead at which they were bound 
to land, back-watered from time to time. 
They were, finally, almost the last of the 
couples to be eyed with increasing impatience 
by tired waiters. But it was not until the 
little band of four musicians wound up their 
program with “J’en ai Marre’ and went 
away to eat that Pelham looked reluctantly 
at his watch. “I’ve got two seats for the 
Follies,” he said. ‘Do you think we’d better 
x0?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. Is it worth while now 
that it’s solate? I rather hate to go to a show 
when half of it is over. Can’t we wander in 
somewhere and smoke?” All the evening 
she had been willing him to take her to 
his rooms. There, in the quiet, she might 
tempt him into an explosion, a statement of 
the facts. Because something was up. She 
knew that. Something had happened to his 
domestic lute. There was, from her point of 
view, a most convenient rift, that was obvious. 
The man was wounded. There was shrapnel 
in his soul. She was a good little nurse. 

““My apartment .is livable once more,” he 
said, ‘if it wouldn't bore you there. A small 
army’s been at work all day. I can’t say 
more for it than that it’s clean.” 

She began to gather up her things fan— 
it was very hot—handkerchief, vanity-case. 
She was one of those wise women who refrain 
from going through the rather too intimate 
processes of renovation before the man whose 
fastidiousness she respected. “Why not?” 
she said casually. ‘Anywhere will do—away 
from crowds and jazz. I know nothing that 
puts me into such depths of melancholy as 
the wailing oboe and the suicidal minor key 
of South Sea music.” 

And so Pelham paid the bill and remove ed 
the pained expression from his waiter’s face. 
And when he put the light cloak about May’s 
white shoulders he noticed, for the first time, 
the sweet-pea coloring of her hair and face, 
the daintiness and delicacy of her body and 
frock, the unusual absence of jewels. What 
a tiny thing she was, with the pluck and 
courage, he remembered, of a man—some 
men. 

The night was clear and fine, but the day’s 
heat still clung to the deep gullies of the city 
and the carbonized air was dead. They 
turned into Madison Avenue somewhere in 
the middle Forties and walked slowly up. 

“You're going home to-morrow, I suppose 
—lucky man, to have such a charming place.” 
She dropped the remark in the tone of one 
who didn’t really want to know but spoke to 
keep the ball going. 

“‘No,” said Pelham shortly 

A quick glance showed the tight mouth 
under the small mustache. He was not yet 
in the mood to open up and she was not so 
tactless as to force her foot into a door that 
he would resent her opening. But her heart 
jumped at his answer and her spirits rose high 
at his naive implication at what she called the 
rift. By Jove, she’d give her pearl earrings 
to know what had happened. But, after all, 
why should she? They were imitation, it was 
true, but why give anything when the fact 
remained that what had happened had 
brought new hope to her melting bank account. 
And, somehow, as they stood for a moment 
on the step of the apartment house in the 
Avenue the fantastic height of the Heckscher 
Building did not overwhelm her new gust of 
optimism by making her feel as small as an 
ant and of as little account. On the con- 
trary. Her eyes followed the perpendicular 
lines not from the top downwards but from 
the bottom upwards, and with her eyes her 
spirits went. It was the secret of New York’s 
inspiration, the magnetic influence of the 
rising line to lift the chin and start the growth 
of wings and give exhilaration to people 
dwarfed and engulfed in alleyways 


ELHAM let himself in after a panicky 

search in every pocket for an elusive latch- 
key. A rather strong but essentially hy- 
gienic aroma of floor polish, moth balls and 
ammonia assailed them in the hall. 

“Oh,” said May. “How nice.” 

“Ves, now,” said Pelham with a laugh. 
“You ought to have seen it last night. My 
God, the dust! . . . It still seems to me to 
perspire under the feverish energy of the regi- 
ment of people who’ve been working here all 
day.” 


‘“‘T love your heads and your horsey prints 
and your man-like furniture.”’ She went to 
the middle of the large high sitting-room, 
pivoted slowly round and chuckled. “It 
looks to me like the home of a modern Rob- 
inson Crusoe in which no woman has ever 
trespassed before. Man Friday—where is 

(Continued on page 103) 
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he?” She might as well know at once if 
they were the only inhabitants. 

‘‘Coming to-morrow,” said Pel, ‘from an 
employment agency. A Jap probably. Let 
me take your cloak.” 

So they were alone. Good. The unread- 
able books, the leather chairs, the model of 
the Galatea, the collection of sporting guns, 
the silver cups, and all those staring heads— 
she took them in with a kodak eye. In 
every particular, from carpets to curtains, 
bachelor. What on earth had brought him 
back to this? 

But for all her cunning and her masterly 
method of whipping the stream Pelham re- 
fused to snap at her fly. His ingrained loyalty 
made it impossible for him to discuss Beatrix 
with any one except Malcolm. He gave out, 
briefly, that he was in town for a few weeks on 
important business and left it at that. But 
that was enough when it was added to every- 
thing that May could so easily deduce from 
his frequent moments of unutterable depres- 
sion. And if, in these few weeks, she failed 
to take every inch of advantage of this unex- 
pected opportunity to entrench herself on 
Easy Street hers the blame. That was all. 

She was far too clever to deceive herself 
into the hope of being able to conduct this 
friendly reunion into a sentimental intrigue. 
This man was different from any of those upon 
whom she had practised hitherto. The trip 
on the Galatea had made that plain. He was 
not young enough and not old enough to fall 
before the enticement of her sex. He was 
a one-woman man, and, therefore, unique. 
And so her goal was money. She must get 
it quietly but firmly into his mind, as she had 
already started to do on the yacht, that it 
was for him to perform the benevolent work 
of saving her from earning a living in the old- 
est profession on earth. In other words, she 
must give him the golden opportunity to place 
himself among the philanthropists, so pleasing 
to every man, and so easy where there is no 
necessity for deprivation. 

Oh, how good, how delicious, to get even 
with the gray-blue girl! 


AN? then, just as she had made herself as 
comfortable as it was possible on the man- 
sized sofa devoid of cushions, and Pelham had 
gone off on a hunt for the wine-cellar key, 
luck smiled for the second time that day. 

The telephone bell rang. The instrument 
stood on a small table in the coat closet in the 
hall. Its beastly persistence brought her 
irritably to her feet. She supposed that she 
would have to take the message, in gratitude 
for the good bottle of green Chartreuse that 
her host had promised to produce. 

‘**Hullo,” she said, with the antagonism that 
is invariably inspired by this instrument of so- 
called progress. 

But at the sound of the clear-cut, charming 
voice that asked for Mr. Pelham Franklin 
her small hand went out spasmodically and 
closed the closet door. No wonder a gleam 
came into her eyes and a little malignant 
smile curled up the corners of her mouth! 

It was Beatrix speaking. - Now for 
some fun! 

“Oh, hullo, old thing,’ she answered. 
“This is our wee friend May. Pel and I have 
just had dinner and have come back to talk 
about you. He’s here, at my elbow. Shall 
I ask him to speak? Yes—no—what?... 
Hullo. . . . Hullo?” 

She thought that that would do it! She 
thought that that would be followed by an 
utter silence and the dull jab of the other 
receiver. She could imagine the angry wave 
of color, the catch of the breath, the amaze- 
ment. 

And when she returned to the sofa, on the 
tips of her toes, it was with dancing eyes and 
aglow of triumph. The second bout was hers. 
The blow she had delivered was on the solar 
plexus. 

Ah! Life has the most gorgeous compen- 
sations. 


F‘ )R two mornings running the people who 
searched the advertisementson the back 
page of the New York Times for capital to 
invest, capital wanted, business connections, 
business loans, and business services had 
noticed, under Miscellaneous, the following 
message, which switched them, for a moment, 
out of thoughts of business and flung their 
imaginations into the field of romance. 
* Bluebird—if you have not forgotten the 
man who lay in bed number 128 in the hos- 
pital at Armentiéres during May, June and 
July away back in 1916, send a little feather 
from one of your wings to the 1tAMCAR 
West 57th Street. V. B.” 

After these two insertions the advertise- 
ment dropped out and some of the more kindly 
people who had read it between one that called 


the attention of investors to a beautifully 
equipped store in the heart of the shopping 
district and one that urged the great value 
and remarkable cheapness of a chinchilla coat 
which a young widow “found incongruous to 
her new surroundings” asked themselves 
whether it was because the feather had been 
sent or the man who had occupied bed number 
128 had run out of superfluous cash. 

As a matter of fact the feather had been 
sent, an actual feather, though it was not 
from the wing of a bluebird but a resentful 
chicken caught for the purpose of supplying 
the answer to the appeal as it stalked about 
the little garden of a house at Mount Vernon. 
The envelop containing it was handed to his 
partner by ’Arry ’Arris at the moment when 
he was gazing proudly at the Ford limousine, 
just licensed as a taxicab, which stood in the 
sun on the street opposite the Y. M. C 
building under whose efficient and hospitable 
roof the two pioneers had been lodging for 
several days. 

“They've found yer,” said ’Arry, holding 
it out. 

Beamish, who had forgotten when dressing 
that morning that taxi drivers are not in the 
habit of wearing white spats, turned upon the 
small Cockney with raised eyebrows. ‘Found 
me? Who?” 

“The Vanderbilts. This is an invitation 
to dinner, Ill fay me shirt on it. An’ 

_ bit of fataltality, if that’s the proper word, 

I’m the cove wot ‘li drive you to the family 
mansion. 

Beamish turned the envelop over and over. 
It was addressed in typewriting and for that 
reason lacked all personality, like a wax figure 
in a tailor’s shop. “‘What the devil are you 
talkin’ about?” he asked. 

’Arry laughed and waved his hand towards 
the cloudless sky. ‘’Oo wouldn’t be light- 
’*eaded on a mornin’ like this ’ere, with the sun 
burnin’ out all the bad microbes and that little 
darlin’ spoilin’ to earn bread, butter, and 
marmalade for a couple of ’eroes?” And 
with a gurgle of pathetic delight and excite- 
ment he made a dive at the immaculate Ford 
and pressed a tender kiss upon her near side 
mud-guard. 

Beamish didn’t follow the example of his 
partner and kiss the car, but, impelled by a 
strong sense of superstition, he did go for- 
ward and lay an affectionate and grateful 
hand on the shining instrument which was 
going to turn the corner for them, God willing. 

“Good girl, nice girl,” he said, as though 
talking to a polo-pony, or a gun. 

With perfect understanding of his bene- 
factor’s feelings, the unexuberant interpola- 
tion of which he put down to Eton and Oxford, 
’Arry echoed inwardly the dedicatory prayer 
that the captain’s characteristic simplicity 
had stood for, and then sprang into the driv- 
er’s seat, stepped on the self-starter, shouted 
out “ Watch ’er style,’ and went off down the 
street in quest of his first fare. 

Whereupon Beamish opened the envelop 
and stood gazing at a short soft feather which 
had been dyed an imperfect blue in a bottle 
of ink. To it was tied a small piece of paper 
on which were written the words, “I am 
perched on a bough on the fourth floor of 
425 Fifth Avenue. Come round at one 
o’clock to-morrow and peck a few seeds with 
me. C. M.” 

To-morrow. That meant to-day! 


EAMISH shot out his left arm, looked at 

the watch by which he had timed so many 
of his flights and made a bolt for the building 
which was what he called his home. Up in 
his bedroom there was something that he had 
bought in London the day before he sailed. 
He had made up his mind to give it to this 
girl, if the case in which it rested became worn 
and shabby before he found her. And here 
she was, already. Her feather had fluttered 
out of a blue sky and fallen into his hands, 
in spite of the fact that he and she might have 
lived for years within hailing distance in that 
crowded city and passed each other daily 
among its multitudes, almost with touching 
elbows. 

‘‘What’s the matter with everything?” he 
asked himself, as the elevator tried to keep 
pace with his rising spirits. ‘“What’s hap- 
pened? Who’s spotted me? Why have I 
suddenly become distinct enough to be picked 
out among all the ants and treated to this 
amazing favoritism? I win the Derby, I find 
’*Arry ’Arris, I buy the Ford. May is as 
ready to get rid of me as I am to be free from 
her, and I am shown the way to the Blue- 
bird’s nest almost without a search. Some- 
body’s put in a few kind words about this 
young feller, that’s certain. 

Pocketing the smart red case, he brushed 
his hair, straightened his tie, flicked his shoes 

(Continued on page 104) 


Alfred Noyes, the famous English poet, satirizes 
modern poetry in a most amusing way in Iris story 
“The Red Rat.” In next month’s Harper’s Bazar. 
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of her friends were 


becoming engaged 


Gre possessed a world of personal charm. 
men called her beautiful. 


Most 


Her circumstances en- 


abled her to enhance her beauty with just the kind of 
clothes that were most becoming. 

She was well educated. She knew her French and 
her bridge and played the piano well. 

Yet the marriage goal—the thing every girl and 
woman wants most to attain—remained to her an 


elusive thing. 


All of her friends were becoming engaged. 


And as 


her years crept closer and closer to that uncomfort- 
able thirty-mark, the empty third finger of her left 
hand became almost a tragedy in her life. 


* * * * 


That’s the insidious thing 
about halitosis (unpleasant 
breath). You, yourself, rarely 
know when you have it. And 
even your closest friends 
won’t tell you. 

Sometimes, of course, hali- 
tosis comes from some deep- 
seated organic disorder that 
requires professional advice. 
But usually—and fortunately 
—halitosis is only a local con- 
dition that yields to the regu- 
lar use of Listerine as a mouth 
wash and gargle. 

It is an interesting thing 
that this well-known antisep- 
tic that has been in use for 
years for surgical dressings, 
possesses these peculiar prop- 
erties as a breath deodorant. 





HALITOSIS 











* * * * 


It halts food fermentation in 
the mouth and leaves the 
breath fresh, sweet and clean. 
So the systematic use of Lis- 
terine puts you on the safe 
and polite side. You know 
your breath is right. Fastid- 
ious people everywhere are 
making it a regular part of 
their daily toilet routine. 
Your druggist will supply 
you with Listerine. He sells 
lots of it. It has dozens of 
different uses as a safe anti- 
septic and has been trusted 
as such for half a century. 
Read the interesting _ little 
booklet that comes with ev- 
ery bottle—Lambert Phar- 
macal Company, Saint Louis, 


U.S. A. 
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ASK YOUR -ACIRROR | 


7 OUR best friend won’t tell you as 
much as your mirror will. Take ' 
your looking- glass and see whether un- 
consciously you are pe rmitting a few 
hairs at either side of your lip to mar 
your good looks. 

ZIP is the ideal preparation for elimi- 
nating these hairs, as well as hairs on 
your arms, underarms, face, limbs and 
body. 
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Not only removes hair— 
but checks its future growth 
ZIP is easily applied at home, 
pleasingly fragrant andabsolutely 
harmless. It leaves the skin soft 
and smooth, pores 
contracted, and 
like magic, your 
skin becomes 
adorable. 
Guaranteed on 
Moneyback Basis 
I will gladly give you a free 
demonstration at my Salon. ; 
For sale everywhere or direct by mail. 
Write for Free klet explaining. 


And Remember 


PAC? 


ZIP does more than merely 
remove surface hair. It actually 
lifts out the roots with the hairs. 
gently, painlessly and quickly, 
and in this way destroys the 
growth. 

Women of judgment 
have learned to 
distinguish between 
surface hair 
removers—and ZIP 
which destroys the 
roots. 

These Preparations Especially Formulated for Ladies 
Troubled With Superfiuous Hair 

Ab-Scent— The ideal liquid deodorant. Reme- 

dies excessive_ perspiration Destroys odors 


harmlessly. Colorless. Contains no staining 
artificial colors 50c 
Balm-o-Lem—A FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH 
FOR YOUR SKIN. The new lemon lotion. 
Softens and whitens the skin. Make. nine 99%: der 
adhere twice as long 75e 
Madame Berthe’s Face Powder. Guaranteed 
not to grow hair. Five shades. Box $1.00 
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Madame Berthe’s Massage and Cleansing 
Cream—aA delightfully soothing white lemon 
verbena cream, by many preferred to the ordi- 
nary lemon creams. Guar inteed not to grow hair. 
Half-pound jar, $2.00; attractive 2-0z. jar, 
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with a towel, caught a descending elevator, 
made his way into the street, and headed, 
walking on air, for the Avenue with twenty 
minutes in hand. 

He had not seen the Bluebird since the 
morning of his discharge from that hospital 
five years ago. He had never seen her out 
of her nurse’s uniform and only vaguely 
remembered that her name, outside the room 
with its long lines of beds and cloying smell of 
disinfectants, was Carol Magee. But from 
the moment when he had opened his eyes to 
find himself alive and looked up into that 
young ecstatic face, and then, growing grad- 
ually out of utter feebleness and the strange 
backwash of his interview with Death, had 
watched her swift, quiet movements in and 
out, holding to her kindness like a lost child, 
looking for her gleam of white teeth as a ship- 
wrecked sailor searches for the sight of a sail, 
relying upon her blessed attentions and cheery 
voice with dog-like eagerness and jealousy, 
he had invested her with a beauty and a good- 
ness that put a halo round her nurse’s cap 
and had seen her through a glamour of so deep 
a respect and gratitude that whenever she 
came to his side pain and homesickness left 
him and, like a small boy clutching a mother’s 
protecting hand after a nightmare, he felt 
safe and confident. 


P TO the moment of that unbelievable 

day when guns ceased to mean anything 
except the hideous reminders of an easily 
preventable holocaust on the altar of political 
blundering he wrote frequent brief and amus- 
ing letters to the Bluebird. In these he never 
said what he thought about the war because he 
was too sensitive to shock her with outbursts of 
blasphemy, nor did he ever confess that during 
all his flights over the wounded earth he sent 
out to her mental Marconigrams containing 
all the love of his heart. There was our wee 
friend May and she happened to be able to 
call herself his wife. 

Answers came to his letters until the very 
morning of the Armistice, when they came 
no more. But that didn’t make any differ- 
ence. During the rest of his years in Ger- 
many and in Ireland—what was the use of 
getting demobbed to rattle a box in Regent 
Street or draw p’-tures on the pavement 
round a gaping shabby cap?—he built all 
about this girl a wonderful garden of flowering 
plants, he conjured her up in all his waking 
hours as well as his dreams as the epitome of 
womanhood, the lodestar of his life. He gave 
her a beauty that was never hers, elevated 
her gentle firmness, her daily courage, her 
unremitting service into a nobility that she, 
like all her sister nurses, had been too much 
occupied and too unselfconscious ever to 
worry to achieve. He made her something 
untranslatable into words—a romance, an 
essence, a spirit, an inspiration, a guide, 
a purifier, and when at last he was able to 
leave his own country for hers he was burning 
with a desire to find her again, and, if she 
were free, and he could achieve freedom, and 
she could be brought to love him, and he 
were to have the luck to earn a living—if, if, 
if—to ask her to be his wife. 

425 Fifth Avenue, arrived at eventually 
through the midday outpouring of hetero- 
geneous workers swarming like locusts in 
search of food, turned out to be one of the 
older buildings in that amazing street in 
which so few old buildings are permitted to 
remain, and its fourth floor was discovered to 
harbor the office of the staff, stenographers, 
and telephone girl of an illustrated society 
journal which made its beautifully glistening 
appearance twice during all the months. 

Hesitant and breathless, his white spats 
gleaming, a thumping heart beneath his well- 
cut waistcoat, but outwardly as cool and 
supercilious as a greyhound, Beamish made 
his way into a large and airy room. 

No one took the slightest notice of him. 
Not a single head was raised. With a sort of 
dogged desire to get through the work that they 
were concentrating upon, the girls, whether 
they were aware of his presence or not, con- 
tinued to play their instruments. And so 
there he remained, hat in hand, smooth hair 
brushed back, a curious smile under his 
clipped mustache, a Malacca cane arched 
beneath his weight, looking more like the 
generally accepted idea of an Englishman 
about to go racing than the artist, the author, 
or the advertiser whose business brought him 
to that floor. 


How long he would have held his stork- 
like attitude, waiting politely until 
some one showed signs of slackness, or made 
even the most rudimentary effort to recognize 
his existence, no one can say. He might 
have been there, apparently invisible, until 
the good hour of release if a girl had not ap- 
peared suddenly from a side room, dressed 
for the street, quietly and nicely dressed; 
a girl no longer ‘in the first flush of youth, slight, 
even perhaps thin, and a little frail and tired, 
with a worn line or two under her large eyes 
and round a very. sensitive mouth... She, at 


any rate, was not busy, although her quick 
apprehensive glance at the complacent clock 
denoted that she would have to be before 
very long. 

Beamish ventured to go towards her as she 
made a swift movement to a near-by desk, 
and found his voice. 

“May I speak to Miss Carol Magee, 
please?” 

“You are,” she said. 

And as they looked into each other's eve; 
the incessant cantata of city life seemed to 
cease as though by magic and into the utter 
silence the long- forgotten sounds of groans 
and a banjo, a high- -pitc hed Cockney voice in 
delirium, the tinkle of ice in a glass, the boom 
and shatter of far-off guns came back. With 
the never-to-be-forgotten smile she held out 
her hand. “C aptain Beamish!’ 

‘“‘Bluebird,” he said. ‘ Bluebird!’ 

What he succeeded i in wrenching out of hi is 
voice she caught in his eyes—the shock of 
disappointment, the amazement, the sym- 
pathy. And she nodded and sighed and gave 
a little laugh. —— does make a lot 
of difference,” she said 

Time and the struggle to live had taken 
almost all the colors from the plumage of the 
Bluebird of his dreams, and for that reason 
he instantly applied her remark to himself. 
“T know,” he said. ‘‘That’s why I got into 
my only decent suit.” 

She thanked him with the pressure of her 
hand and looked at the clock. “I have only 
an hour for lunch, so I think we'd better . . .” 

“Oh, well, then .--” And he uprooted 
himself. 

Outside, as they stood waiting for the ele- 
vator in the narrow passage, he took her hand 
again and raised it to his lips. “My dear 
Bluebird,” he said. 


O THAT’S my story,” he wound up, 

giving her the history of Valentine 
Beamish, in the peptonized manner of “‘ Who's 
Who,” since they had said good-by on the 
door-step of the hospital. And as they sat at 
a small table in the window of one of the in- 
numerable cafeterias which grow like mush- 
rooms in the city’s side streets, she studied 
this member of the army of ‘‘ poor boys’? who 
had once come under her care, either to snuff 
out, creep out, or join up again, one of the 
countless fighting men upon whom, in the 
proudest days of her life, it had been her duty 
and privilege to render cheerfulness and the 
protective touch of a temporary mother. 

She would never have imagined him as the 
man who originated the nickname which had 
stuck till the end of the war. He was not 
a man easily forgotten, either, with his smooth 
hair and high forehead, Wellington nose, 
tooth-brush mustache, large humorous mouth, 
strong jaw line, and well-set eyes in which 
there was great kindness. His height, 
breadth of shoulder, and utter lack of super- 
fluous flesh, added to a charming and old- 
fashioned courtesy, gave him a character and 
personality that generally impressed them- 
selves. The flying man who had once de- 
scribed Valentine Beamish as the reincarna- 
tion of Dox Quixote in the clothes of a Sack- 
ville tailor was a good observer. 

But even now, among all the pictures that 
he brought back of those once so vital days 
and his own comparatively brief entrance into 
them, his place in the mosaic of her memory 
was nebulous. She knew his name only 
because she had looked him up in her diary. 
It was a long time since 1916. But it hap- 
pened that he was the only one of her wounded 
boys she had met since her return to America 
and her heart went out to him. 

“And this is mine,” she said. ‘“‘Home to 
find myself almost prehistoric among the 
girls who had grown up since I’d been away. 
Nowadays a girl of anything over twenty is 
completely on the shelf and I had already 
reached that appalling age when I was caught 
in London seeing the sights in August, 1914. 
I joined up then, you see, like lots of other 
Americans who thought it was our job, and 
so was twenty-five at the end of it all. Hang- 
ing about at a loose end was no good to me 
after having been a certain amount of use, 
and sol went to work. That’s all.” 

Extraordinary. He had expected time to 
stand still. . . . “And where’s Mount Ver- 
non?” he asked, so that he might continue to 
hear her voice. 

“Oh, that’s where my married sister lives— 


asuburb. I go out and spend the night there 
as often as I can. She has two of the most 
adorable children. J live in town. I used to 


share rooms with one of the girls in the office, 
but as she went to California a week ago I’ve 
just moved into an Allerton House with 4 
suit-case. There isn’t room for anything 
else.” The old smile to which he had been 
wont to look forward so eagerly lit up her 
face once more. 
“Your father and mother, Bluebird. May 
I ask where they . . .” 
“T have neither” she said, “here. Mother 
died before I went to England and father, 
(Continued on page 105) 
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who was a doctor, went over with the Fourth 
Division, and was killed in one of the air 
raids on his hospital. He was buried in 


France. When I hear people say that 
the sae is old stuff . * Her voice broke. 
I’m sorry,” said Beamish. Unmar- 


ried, pe bay working, going out as often as she 
could get away to see her sister’s two adorable 
children. . . . He meant nothing to her. 
She had almost forgotten him. But as he 
looked into the face that he had glorified “se 
crossed all those miles of waters to find, 
came out of his long dream into a far better 
reality because here was not a spirit, an es- 
sence, but a woman who bore some of the 
many wounds of life with the courage and 
uncomplaining of the fighting men to whom 
she had devoted those five years of her youth. 
If he had the luck to win his way into her 
respect and love, it should be his privilege to 
tend her as she had tended him, so that she 
should see that there was one man who didn’t 
think that the war was old stuff, and who had 
gratitude. For another and warmer reason, 
too. The disappointment that had swept 
over him at his first sight of her, the amaze- 
ment and the sympathy, al] natural enough 
in the circumstances, had been already re- 
placed by admiration of her brave and un- 
complaining acceptance of things, and the 
fine soul that put a light in her eyes and gave 
beauty to her face. The almost spiritual love 
with which he had surrounded her on the 
little altar of his dreams became human during 
this meeting and led his thoughts to a little 
house in some such place as Mount Vernon, 
in which, some day, there might be two other 
adorable children. And before they left 
that crowded eating place for the street and 
the office one of his many “‘if’s” had dis- 
appeared. She, at any rate, was free. 

“Do you go out every day at one o’clock?” 
he asked, delivering her back to the old build- 
ing in the Avenue. 

“Except Saturdays and holidays, yes.’ 

“Then, unless you have any objection to a 
perfectly selfish scheme, you'll find me waiting 
in the hal! for you as often as I can manage 
it and we'll sample the food at every restau- 
= within walking distance. 

I'd love to,” she said. 
man must be! 

“To-morrow, then.” 

“All right To-morrow, then.” 

He slipped into her hand the leather case 
that he had bought for her and which con- 
tained a charming little wrist-watch. ‘ You'll 
know that I am waiting down here by this,” 
he said. 

And when the jammed-tight elevator had 
taken the Bluebird back to her typewriter, 
with a new and delightful interest in life, 
Beamish edged his way into the equally 
jammed-tight street. 

‘Poor little Bluebird,” he said to himself. 

“How well she deserves a nest and how hard 


I'll work to give her one. 
A’ SIX o’clock that night, when ’Arry 

‘Arris came back from his first adven- 
ture, wearing the grin of an accidental terrier 
after the discovery of an unexpected bone, 
Beamish was pacing up and down his street 
with his hands behind his back and his face 
turned up to the cloudless sky. 

‘“* Any luck?” he asked eagerly. 

“Marvelous,” replied ’Arry, nipping out 
of the Ford. ‘“‘Twelve dollars and fifty- 
five cents.” 

“No!” 

““Swelp me Bob, partner, 
it over to the head of the firm. 
God! sid 

“What?” 

“To get along these streets without being 
cracked like a nut or smashing into something 
and gettin’ spilt like beans, you ’ave to be a 
Douglas Fairbanks, I'll tell yer that! What 
with trucks and tram-cars, ’orse drays and 
pillars, pros and rank amertoors, it’s’a miracle 
to get through. And then the cops! One 
word about these ’ere. If it ever comes to the 
point of ’aving to open yer mouth, talk with an 
Irish accent or you're as good as dead.” 

“Right,” said Beamish, getting in. “Go 
and have dinner and put in a good evenin’. 
You won’t see anything of me until I’ve 
beaten your record by forty-five cents, old 
man. So long.’ And off he went, without 
giving the glistening Ford time even to say 
its prayers. 


How lonely this 


” and he handed 
“But, oh 


T WAS with a small thrill of excitement 

that, crossing Broadway to go through Fifty- 
seventh Street to the Grand Central, there to 
hang about for a fare, Beamish saw the 
hiring hand of a man standing on the wide 
corner, an instantly likable man, tall, broad- 
shouldered, dressed in obviously English 
clothes, wearing large horn-rimmed glasses, 
and a very worried expression on his nice 
ugly face. A girl was with him, the first sight 
of whom drew from Beamish the one word 

“angel.” 

Obeyi ing the signal to draw up on the oppo- 
site side with the Ford’s blunt nose directed 


towards the Avenue, Beamish waited while his 
first customers negotiated the crossing. 
“Luck,” he said to himself exultantly, “is 
with me. I’m the little friend of all the 
world,”’ and tilted his dump hat at an even 
more rakish angle. 

“You know those garage people,” Malcolm 
went on, opening the door. ‘‘When they say 
an hour they mean two. But that doesn’t 
matter. We've got to talk and I’Jl have dinner 
sent up to my rooms.’ 

“Forty-four West Forty-fourth Street,” 
said Malcolm, and got in. 

More by the judgment of the white- 
spatted taxi-man than luck, they arrived at 
the bachelor apartment house without an 
accident, but not without a slight shock. 
Beamish, lamentably unaware that manners 
and courtesy are not included in the license of 
a cab-driver, was out, open door in hand, 
before Malcolm could make a’move. Looking 
like a modern Sir Galahad in his most inappro- 
priate clothes, he assisted his patrons to the 
pavement with a deference so graceful and 
patrician that it took their breath away and 
filled Malcolm with a sense of shyness which 
made all question of haggling an offense. 
And so, dreadfully uncomfortable and apolo- 
getic, he ventured to tender a five-dollar bill, 
and having swung himself up to that, bolted 
after the wondering Beatrix and hoped that 
the episode was ended. It wasn’t, because 
Beamish, failing to grasp the blackmailing 
asset of his disconcerting knightliness, fol- 
lowed him into the building. “I beg your 
pardon, sir,” he said. “‘ You forgot to wait for 
change,” and this he handed over to the 
goose-fleshed Malcolm from the spoils of 
*Arry ’Arris. After which an embassy bow, a 
friendly smile, and a perfectly cool retreat. 


HE inscrutable parrot gave Beatrix the 

sort of ironical and Billingsgate welcome 
that the Prime Minister of England receives 
from the Labor benches when he rises to ad- 
dress the House. He was, in fact, so objec- 
tionable that Malcolm removed the cage to the 
very limit of his rooms and shut both inter- 
vening doors. He returned to find Beatrix 
standing rather limply in front of a photo- 
graph of Pelham, an enlargement of a very 
happy snapshot which had caught him, hat- 
less, sun-tanned, and as fit as a fiddle, at the 
end of a drive, a sprawling shadow behind him 
on the close-cropped tee and a perfectly de- 
tailed background of the undulating course 
over which he had played with her so often 
in what Malcolm was already thinking of as 
the good old days. . 

And having studied the picture over her 
shoulder for a few minutes, he began self- 
consciously to say the things that were run- 
ning through his mind. ‘Can you imagine 
that man, born to be in the open with a club 
or a gun, messing about a city in weather like 
this, lunching, dining, and doing theaters 
with a cunning little woman who has caught 
him at a loose end and has grabbed at the 
chance to fasten on him like a mosquito?”’ 

“No,” said Beatrix, “‘I simply can’t.” 

“Well, that’s what you’ve brought about, 
my dear, and that’s what I called you into 
town to discuss. Sit here and I'll put this 
cushion behind you. The poor old sofa’s seen 
its best days and if you don’t know its tricks 
you may be very uncomfortable on a broken 
spring.” 


But Beatrix ignored the sofa and selected 
an upright chair with arms. ‘‘Why pre- 
tend that you want me to be comfortable?” 
she said. ‘You don’t like me and you're all 
on the side of Pel,’’ and she sat down, having 
achieved the purpose of every woman who 
knows that she is completely in the wrong of 
making the man who is about to do his best 
to put her right feel like a worm. 

“Then, too,” she went on, letting him see 
that she ‘hated the chair, ‘why bring me to 
town to talk about May Beamish? I’ve 
known all that for three days.” 

With that one calm statement she under- 
mined all the horrible importance of the 
information that Malcolm had conceived = 
his duty to impart. ‘How?’ he asked, 
amazement, perfectly certain that she hz a 
not descended to such depths of disloyalty 
as to have had Pelham watched. 

“The night I rang him up at his rooms to 
ask him to come back and to tell him that I 
never meant to hurt him so much, she answered 
the telephone and threw down the gauntlet.” 

“And onthe ... the topofthat you... 
you let her go on?” 

‘You don’t know Pelham as well as I do, 
Mally,” she said. 

He rose in his wrath and let go. 

“You may know Pel better than I do,”’ he 
said, standing over her in great indignation, 
but with his tie a little crooked and his hair 
in a comic feather—he was one of those men 
who never considered it necessary to brush 
the back of his head; “I’m not going to argue 
about that, but you don’t know very much 
about man. You proved that on the great 

(Continued on page 109) 











Athletic—yet with the peach-bloom 
complexion that is Beauty 


[5 apenas tennis, golf, motoring, sailing—all 
the summer sports that a girl must indulge to be 
a social success— what havoc they wreak with her 


skin! 


And yet if she cares she can ward off the bad 


effects of excessive sun, wind and dust; she can be an 


‘outdoor girl’”’ 


and yet retain the satiny skin texture 


which is her greatest charm in other seasons. 


This simple, easy, inexpensive treatment 
requires little time 


No long hours spent in beauty parlors—no expensive 


special appliances. 


Just a few minutes in the privacy 


of your own home—and ALcorvse. 


Atcorus is a remarkably effective treatment for the 


skin. 


the skin as a whole —not just the face. 


Its correctness is shown in the fact that z¢ treads 


It has been 


developed by one of America’s greatest manufacturers. 


Used faithfully AtcoruB minimizes the bad after- 
effects of sunburn on shoulders and arms; and corrects 
excessive perspiration, too-oily skin, blackheads, sal- 
lowness and clogged pores. It is a source of physical 


vigor as well as beauty. 


How to use Alcorub 


ALCcorUvB exerts a tonic effect upon the 
nerves and blood-vessels of the skin. It 
is applied externally, as follows: 


Take a hot bath every other night be- 
fore going to bed. Dry the body as 
usual. Then pour a little ALcorvuB in- 
to your hand and rub the entire surface 
of the body until you feel a gentle glow. 
After the ALcorvus is all 
rubbed in, dash a second 
application of ALcoruB 
quickly over the skin 

and let this evaporate —it 
‘ takes only a few 
seconds. Do not rub 
in this second appli- 
cation of ALCORUB. 






Sound sleep—full vigor 


After each ALCORUB treatment you 
will sleep with a refreshing soundness 
that restores your physical vigor. And 
in a few weeks you will find new beauty 
in your skin. 

Be careful to use ALcoRUB exactly 
according to the directions here given. 
Only by this method will it give the 
benefit you need. 


Begin the treatment tonight. Ask any 
druggist or department store for ALCo- 
ruB. If they haven’t it they will get 
it for you if you insist. 


U. S. InpusrriaL Atconot Co., 
New York 


ALCORUB 


For the Beauty and Health of the Skin 
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TRAVEL around the globe, into the 
heart of strange continents, where 
the call of the muezzin, the tinkle of 
temple bells, the songs of Geishas weave 
the spell of enchantment complete! A 
dream which you too, perhaps, have 
wished to see come true. 


Within the compass of 130 days, you 
will come to know old civilizations, dif- 
ferent people, odd customs; will visit 
Madeira, Gibraltar, historic and pictur- 
esque Mediterranean borderlands, in- 
cluding Egypt and the Nile, India, Burma, 
Ceylon, Java, China, Philippines, Japan 
—at the height of Cherry Blossom time 
—Hawaiian Islands, San Francisco, 
Panama, etc. 


Cook’s Travel Service—with its unique 
chain of permanent offices all along the 
route — is conducting the cruise; the 
ship chartered is the now famous 
SAMARIA, which proved herself so em- 
inently suitable during our 1923 Golden 
Jubilee Cruise. 


Leisure, Comfort and Luxury 
the Keynote 


Cruise Limited to 400 Guests 
Illustrated Literature on Request 


THOS. COOK @ SON 
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personality has the right to enter into it— 
unless I choose. Don't you see? When 
a woman is as free as I am and has as 
much power as I have, there is a responsibil- 
ity with it—the obligation of living up to it— 
not throwing it away or lessening it. Almost 
any woman can marry some kind of a man— 
but it’s a very great privilege to be a woman 
who Aas more important things to do than 
being married—and I think J have. 

Connie—That’s very God-like of you, and 
you're rich enough, and good looking enough, 
and even young enough to get away with it 
for at least the next ten years, but after that 
you'll be more or less like the rest of ’em— 
a lonely old woman rattling around the world, 
talking about the men she might have married. 

Nancy—You can't love a man without 
compromise. You can’t love and keep even 
your soul entirely your own—let alone your 
body. 

Connic—I'm not keen about doing either 
one—but to get down to brass tacks, if you 
don’t take Chichester pretty quickly the little 
actress is going to get him. She's the only 
really serious rival you've got. 

Nancy—She can't be. No man who is as 
interested as Chichester is in me could pos- 
sibly be anything but amused by her. 

Connie—The amusement is getting pretty 
deep, they say, but you're big game. I imag- 
ine he’d drop her cold if you'd give him enough 
reason to. 

Nancy—He’s bringing her in to tea this 


afternoon. You'd better stay. It may be 
amusing. 

Connie—What? You don’t mean to say 
he asked if he could? 


Nancy—N-o—I asked him to do it. I 
confess to being curious. They say she’s per- 
fectly decent and I really thought it would be 
interesting to see a man of Chichester’s 
quality trying to make himself believe that 
a common little thing like that isn’t common. 

Connie—She isn’t. 

Nancy—Oh, not very obviously so herself, 
perhaps, but her view-point—her conspicuous- 
ness—her freedom—-so intimately advertised — 
running about—sort of public property— 
a young girl as free as that—it’s horrible. 

Connie—She is free—that’s what makes 
her so refreshing. She’s an individual—you 
can’t apply a measuring stick to her. 

Nancy—That’s all right—as an actress, of 
course—but to take her seriously as a person, 
it’s too amusing. 

Connie—Nancy, you're jealous of her. It’s 
priceless. 

Nancy—You're disgustingly stupid! 

Connie—You bet I'll stay. I wouldn’t 
miss it for anything. I wondered why you 
were wearing that gown. You're better 
looking this minute than you ever were in 
your life. You look as if you were thinking 
about a man and not reorganizing something. 
You’re positively magnetic now and not just 
impressive. But there’s one thing—either 
take all the rouge off or put heaps more on— 
you look timid this way. 

Nancy—Why, I only— 

Connie—Yes, I know—and your hair is too 
tame—too. Come on—let’s go up and put 
on the high lights, and you'l! be overpowering. 


Nancy—It doesn’t matter in the least how 
I look. I'm merely doing this to amuse my- 
self. 


Connie [going into the hall|\—I know—but 
come on. 

Nancy [trying to be reluctant, but following\|— 
I hope you aren’t asinine enough to think 
I care what they think. 

Connie \as she goes up the stairs|—Of course 
not. You're too removed and superior for 
that—but still you might as well bowl them 
over while you're about it. Put another rope 
of pearlson yourarm. That will help. 

Nancy {following Connie superbly up the 
stairs and into her own superb room|—I'll 
do nothing of the kind. I shall be as simple 
as possible. 

Connie \throwing open a door|—Yes—you 
are especially paralyzing when you're simple. 
Here—sit down and let me get at you. 

Nancy |as she sits before her toilet table— 
majestically enduring Connie’s attack|—I don’t 
think I’ve made you understand, Connie, the 
absoluteness and the deep, deep conviction 
I have about— 

Connie with a hairpin in her teeth|—Oh, 
yes, you have. Turn your head. Don’t you 
see how much better your neck is with your 
hair that way? 

[And they go on.] 


MOTOR turns into the park and Chi- 

chester leans nearer and more earnestly to 
Miss Pattie Pitt as she sits by his side, star- 
tlingly pretty in a delicate, vivid way, empha- 
sized by the extravagant simplicity of her 
cleverly chosen clothes. 


[Chichester, is saying in his rather heavy hesi- 
tating way|—But you are so very—very young, 


Pattie, dear—and so little and so sweet— 


how can you be so—so—very stubborn? 

Pattie—I'm not stubborn. I’m just sure; 
why shouldn’t I know what I want? I’ve 
taken care of myself since I was fifteen. 
That’s seven years. If I don’t know now 
I never will. And I’ve got too many people 
and too many things depending on me to go 
and tie myself up getting married. 

Chichester—But that’s just it. You ought 
not to have people depending on you. It’s 
beastly, you know—a little thing like you 
taking care of brothers and sisters and things. 

Pattie—Oh, pickles! I’m prouder of that 
than anything I do. I got a much bigger 
thrill sending Johnnie to college than I did 
the first time I saw my name in electric lights. 
Honest. 

Chichester—But the strain—the burden. 
It’s dreadful. 

Pattie—No strain at all. Signing checks is 
the easiest thing in life. The money’s coming 
—why not spend it while the coming’s good? 

Chichester—But yourself—your own life. 
It might be something very—I can give you 
things that—that— ° 

Pattie—That money can’t buy. Of course 
you can—but I want the things I can get 
myself. 

Chichester— How long are you going to 
stick it? 

Pattie—I don’t know—forever, I suppose. 
See here, Ches, I’m a success. 

Chichester—Um afraid you are. 

Pattie—And I’m crazy about what I’m 
doing. If I weren’t, if I were just dubbing 
along looking for one job after another, 
I expect you wouldn’t have a chance to ask 
me twice. I s’pose I’d grab you. They 
always do—men like you—but . © . i 
_ Chichester—But what has that to do with 
it? You're made for wonderful things. 

Pattie—I'm getting wonderful things. 


_Chichester—But for something _ totally 
different. 
_Pattie—I don’t want anything totally 
different. 


Chichester—A life that would satisfy you— 
where your real self—your real personality, 
don't you know—would count. : 

Pattie—My real personality counts in the 
box-office. 

_Chichester—But that’s only what you're 
giving out to the public. They don’t know 
how really charming and sweet and simple 
you are. 

Paitie—Whatever it is they like in me is the 
best thing I’ve got. Don’t you fool yourself 
thinking I’ve got anything better than that 
to give to anybody. I haven’t. Whatever 
it is that gets over—is me. Not what I am 
to separate people—because we're a little bit 
different to everybody. We give a little bit 
of ourselves to this one and another little bit 
to that—but in the theater there’s everybody— 
the whole world. You give it all at once— 
all you’ve got—in a way you couldn’t do any 
place else. I know they love me and some- 
thing that is me vibrates between me and them. 
It’s power, Ches. I’ve got it and I mustn’t 
throw it away. There’s a_ responsibility 
about it, you know. Any girl can get mar- 
ried, but I have something more important 
to do, you know. 

Chichester—What? What is more impor- 
tant for a charming girl to do than to marry— 
a—a— 
Pattie—A charming man. And you are 
a charming man, Ches. You're a perfect 
darling. [Touching his cheek with the tip 


. of one of her charming fingers and smiling close 


to his eyes with the honest sweetness that had 
first made him say what he is saying] The 
very biggest darling of any man I know—or 
ever knew—or probably ever will know. 

Chichester—Then, my dear child, if that’s 
the way you feel about it, why on earth don't 
you— 

Pattie—You don’t grow on bushes—I know 
th 


at. 
Chichester—Then why don’t you marry me 
and let me give you the things you ought to 
have? 

Pattie—I'd rather give things to other 
people. Really, I would. 

Chichester—But you could go on doing that. 
All your brothers and sisters could— 

Pattie—Oh, no. You're sweet—just sweet 
—but I couldn't, I couldn’t let you or any 
one else give me anything for them. 

Chichester—But it would be yours—just as 
absolutely yours to do with as you please, as 
what you have now is. 

Pattie—You are a dear! [She looks deeply 
into his eyes with a wise tenderness and ap- 
preciation.| You are—but you don’t under- 
stand. Don’t you see—I—i'm proud of 
being able to do it? They aren’t clever and 
they need to be made and have ideas and edu- 
cation and things poked into them. They’re 
just—you know—ordinary. And to see 
mother wearing pretty things and staying at 
home, like a lady, is just too wonderful. It’s 
the thing I’m conceited about—not about my 
(Continued on page 107) 
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success. I know I’m clever. I can't help 
that. I didn’t do it, but I am doing the 
other things and that’s what I’m proud of. 
That’s where the fun is. It’s just exactly 
the way you feel when you say you want to 
take care of me—you know you could—you 
can put out your hand and have things and 
get things done. So can I. I’ve got some- 
thing that people buy and I mustn’t throw 
it away. I must live up to it 

He leans back, looking out across the spring 
grass with a sigh which is lonely and puzzled. 
She puts a kind hand on his sleeve.] 

Chichester — That isn’t it at all —or it 
wouldn't be—if you loved me. 

Pattie—But I wonder if I’m ever going to 
love anybody enough to give it up— 

Chichester—Oh, yes, there will be some one 
you'll chuck it for—quickly enough. 

Pattie—But such a lot of men have asked 
me to marry them—and I’ve always liked— 
like being alone best. 

Chichester |slowly turning to her again|— 
I believe you mean it. You're a funny little 
irl. 

Patlie—I’m not so funny. Only when men 
don’t understand. They think it can’t be. 
I wish—Oh, I wish you did understand, 
Ches, because you are so perfectly adorable. 

Chichester—Oh, no, I’m not—but other 
things are and—you—you'd like it. We'd 
go back to England. Things are simpler and 

and quieter, you know. They would go 
on for ever—not jump about and change the 
way they do over here. There wouldn't be 
anything uncertain about your future. It 
would be yours and there’d be a—a something 
solid under your feet. And people would be 
awfully sweet to you, and—and—things 
would be—right, you know. 

Pattie |putting her hand on his|—I do ap- 
preciate you—Oh, I do—and all you are and 
all you mean. It’s old and mellow and mar- 
velous and terribly grand and wonderful, 
but I just Aave to do things myself. I wish 
you loved me the way I love you. We'll be 
friends for ever, won’t we? Say yes. 

Chichester—I hope so. 

Pattie—You've got the kindest eyes, Ches. 
Oh, is this where she lives? She’s awfully 
spiffy and wonderful, isn’t she? 

Chichester—Very. 

Paitie—Awfully sweet of you to bring me 
to see her. 

Chichester—Awfully sweet of you to come. 

Pattie (stepping out|—You don’t think she'll 
mind if I don’t stay very long, do you? I’ve 
got a million things to do. 

Chichester—I’m afraid she won’t under- 
stand that. 

Pattie—Why not? 

Chichester—Most people give up everything 
else when they’re asked to come to her. 

Pattie—How funny! 

Chichester |closing the door, having gathered 
up Pattie’s fur and gold purse|—I confess 
I don’t know just why she asked me to bring 
you—for she hasn’¢ at all other people’s 
curiosity about knowing you. 

Pattie [putting her perfect foot on the first 
step|—Perhaps we'll find out. I run into 
all kinds of things. Nothing ever surprises 
me much. 


HE door is opened; they cross the hall and 

enter the drawing-room which seems large 
and dark to Pattie, but not much else. She 
prefers her own gay apartment with the sun 
on upper Riverside Drive. But she is for 
a moment impressed with the personality 
which greets her. Something large and 
beautiful and calm and sure and very hard 
under the softness checks Pattie’s glowing 
good faith—but it comes back quickly with 
the warmth which leaps to her from Connie. 


Nancy {holding out a long, slow hand|— 
How very nice of you to come and see me! 

Connie—l've been boasting that I knew 
you for a long time—and now I shall be 
puffed up. 

Nancy [with a radiantly careful smile, as 
she also gives her hand to Chichester|—And how 
very nice of you to bring her. 

Chichester—We're both 
tered to be asked. 

Connie—Hello, Chichester. Do you hap- 
pen to have a smokable cigaret? I've been 
trying to get through Nancy’s, but they’re 
expensive and bad. Ah—that’s more like it. 
Thanks. Sit here, Miss Pattie Pitt, close to 
me—so I can tell people about your hair. 
It’s so real, nobody believes it, of course. 
Have one? 

Patiie—No, thank you. 

Nancy—Oh, don’t you? 

Pattie—Is it? Why? 

Nancy—Well—I don’t know. I 
rather imagine you would. 

Pattie—I hate it. It’s so messy. 

Connie—Don’t tell me you have no vices. 

Nancy |seing very gracious|—It depends 
upon what she calls vices, doesn’t it? 


immensely _flat- 


I don’t smoke. 
How remarkable! 


should 


Chichester—What do you consider a vice 
Mrs. Biddle? 

Pattie—Oh—I 
Biddle. 

Connie—Did you? 

Pattie—Oh, why? 
Miss? 

Connie—I've just been holding forth on 
that subject. It’s the one I’m most eloquent 
on. 

Chichester—W hat do you say when you are 
at your best? 

Connie—Ask Nancy. 

Nancy—Pray don’t. 
justice. 

Pattie—Don’t you think it’s nice—not to 
be married, Miss Marshall? 

Nancy—Nice? |Nancy’s smile means that 
she is lending herself with generosity and tact 
to something quite below her level.| 

Pattie—Fun, mean—and 
teresting. 

Nancy—W-ell—if one’s life is interesting, 
I suppose it doesn’t matter much whether 
one is married or not. 

Connie—Don't let them get off any of that 
stuff while we’re here, Mr. Chiche:ter. We 
believe in marriage, don’t we? I think it 
comes first—for a woman—cither as a means 
of livelihood or any other necessity—every- 
thing else is on the side. 

Pattie—For people like you, yes. You 
could stop all the wonderful things you’re 
doing, Miss Marshall, any minute, and it 
wouldn’t make any difference at all. 

Nancy—I'm afraid I don’t understand. 

Pattie—I mean it would be your own 
business entirely. 

Nancy—It would concern a great many 
thousands of people. 

Pattie—Oh, yes, I know—but somebody 
else could go on with it. I mean—Oh, 
know you're perfectly marvelous and all that. 
I don’t mean that somebody else could do it 
just as well, but I mean you're not under 
contract. 

Nancy—Contract? 

Pattie—Like I am, I mean. 
signed for another five years. 

Nancy—But don’t you think the things one 
elects to do, one is much more obliged to keep 
faith with than merely business contracts— 


thought you were Miss 


How dreadful of you! 
Don’t you like being 


I couldn’t do you 


awfully in- 


I’ve just 


which might be—a—adjusted, I should 
think—somehow. 

Pattie—But how? A manager signs a 
contract for me—my personality. Nothing 
else will do. How can it be adjusted? 

Nancy—Oh, really? Isn’t that rather 


limiting? 

Pattie—Limiting? It’s the greatest thing 
that can happen. If somebody wants to 
tie you up for five years, you know exactly 
where you are and what you can ask for. 

Connie—How delightful! What do you 
ask for? Wonderful gowns and motors and 
jewels and things? 

Pattie—Heavens, no—that has nothing to 
do with the case. I mean, you’re—you get 
to be part of the big machinery and have your 
say about the plays and the cast—and—Oh, 
you're really in it and pulling for it and decid- 
ing and helping and responsible, you know. 
It’s great! 

Nancy |beginning with the tea much as the 
gods must have served their nectar|—Of course, 
I really know nothing about it. 

Pattie—Of course, you don’t. 
never do. Ches is wonderful now. 
derstands really awfully well. 

Nancy—Does he? What do you under- 
stand? 

Chichester [rising to take a cup|—Oh— 
I understand that Miss Pitt is a very big 
person and that everything else must stand 
by and wait when her profession needs her. 

Connie |taking the cup|—I always thought 
one was so completely one’s own boss when 
one got to the top like you that everything 
and everybody had to wait for one. 

Pattie—Yes, I think that’s what most 
people think—just fluff—just rehearsing a 
little and coming on for a little while in the 
evening. People even say to me, ‘Come for 
the week-end. Couldn't you get off Satur- 
day? Oh, do! It’s so hot in town. Can't 
you get off when you want to?” 

Nancy—And can’t you? 

Pattie—Not unless you're so rotten they 
don’t want you. 

Nancy—Hard, isn’t it? 

Patlie—No, it’s gorgeous. Of course, 
you don’t have to do anything in the world 
you don’t want to do, so you don’t know how 
thrilling it is to have a whole ship—all the 
officers and the crew and everybody else 
depending on you—so you just have to come 
through and make good and live up to some- 


Outsiders 
He un- 


thing. 

Nancy—I fancy I rather know something 
about that. 

Pattie—Oh, but not like this—because you 


have money, and when you're tired you don’t 
(Continued on page 108) 








107 





ATR LS ARE SEE TT ES OO 
y ; / x 4 if-— 


i 

















eaucralt 


cAn unusual Topcoat, tailored from 
a unique handloomed cloth woven 
oF finest Bewlay Yarns- Typical o 
he distinction of all. Deaucralt 
creations in Dresses, Coats, Wraps, 
Suits and Knitted Outer Apparel 
for Jown and Country: 





WM- BLOOM & CO-inc- 40 East 30th St-N-Y- 


LONDON 


Wholesale Only 


PARIS 








ee ee eee 


cee + 











- Nas x 











Regular Size 12 for 65c 
Hospital Size 6 for 45c 


(additional thickness) 





\ Sold everywhere— 
Maine to California 


Thousands of women on 
vacation trips this summer will 
ask by name for Kotex — and 
will find it in village stores dur- 
ing their summer travels. 

These sanitary pads solve a 
difficult problem. For Kotex 
are always the same—in New 
York or Maine, Wisconsin or 
California, Canada, or any- 
where. So long as it is KOTEX 
one asks for and receives, there 
is an end to this problem of 
personal hygiene. 

It is best, of course, to order 
a supply before starting from 
home. Then they are instantly 
available without further 
thought. 

Being made of fine gauze and 
Cellucotton (a wonderful ab- 
sorbent material) Kotex are 
easy to dispose of and cheap 
enough to throw away. 





Ask for Them by Name 


Copyright 1923, Cellucotton Products Company, 166 W. Jackson Boulevard, Chicago; 51 Chambers 
F Canadian Office, No. 45 St. Alexander St., Montreal 


St., New York City; Factories at Neenah, Wis. 


INEXPENSIVE, COMFORTABLE, 





“Hyeienie—and_SAré — KOT 


= 














i 


|THE 


Rachel 


Crothers’ 


HARPER’S 
IMPORTANCE OF BEING 
A WOMAN 


BAZAR 


Play 


(Continued from page 107) 


need to care whether school keeps or not. 
But when I'm so tired it seems to me I can’t 
dance another step or sing another note—at 
about the eleventh encore—I get a thrill 
down my spine—not at the applause—but 
thinking what would they do if I couldn’t 
get through the summer and of how proud 
and happy Mr. Isaacs and Mr. Rosenstein 
and Mr. Applebaum are that we’re going to 
have our three hundredth performance next 
weck and of the limousine I’m going to give 
mother as a souvenir. It’s the being tied 
up tight and having to go on—or else break 
up a tremendous thing—that makes it worth 
while. I adore carrying a load. 

Connie—You dear, delightful little thing! 
Somebody ought to pick you up in his big 
hand and carry you off and keep you in a glass 
case for ever. Don’t you think so, Chi- 
chester? 

Chichester—I’m afraid she’d soon crack 
the glass. You won’t have any tea—will 
you? 

Pattie—No, thank you. 

Nancy—No?—Oh! What can I offer you? 

Pattie—Oh, I never take anything. I have 
rather an early dinner you know and it doesn’t 
fitin. Imustrunalongnow. Ihave to see— 
[Looking at the very small watch almost lost 
in the diamonds} Goodness, I must fly. I 
have to see an author at five-thirty and listen 
to some new music at six and then have my 
dinner and rest a minute—and I have to be 
at the theater a little early to-night because 
a reporter will be waiting for me. It was 
awfully nice seeing you, Miss Marshall. 
Thank you so much. I’d love to send you 
a box if you'll let me know when you can come. 
You don’t mind my leaving you here, do you, 
Ches? 

Connie—Are you in a car or anything? I 
wonder if you’d mind dropping me at the 
Colony Club—if you're going down. 

Pattie—I'd love it. Good-by, Miss Mar- 
shall. Bye-bye, Ches—I’ll ring you up about 
Sunday. Good-by—good-by. 

Connie [looking back at Nancy and Chichester 
as she goes out|—I feel like the tail to a very 
large comet. You ordinary mortals don’t 
interest me in the least. Good-by, I’m 
following. [She goes out after Pattie. A long 
moment during which Nancy looks into the 
bottom of her tea cup and Chichester looks at his 
shoes.] 

Nancy—Oh—sorry. More tea? 

Chichester—A—no—yes. Thanks awfully, if 
Imay. [Going to her with his cup and standing 
silently till it is filled] 

Nancy—FExtraordinary, isn’t it? 

Chichester—W hat? 

Nancy—The—her—I've never seen any- 
thing just like it before. Of course, you know. 
I can’t judge. You admire her immensely, 
I suppose—so perhaps it doesn’t seem so 
amazing to you. 

Chichester—The—what? 

Nancy—The—ego—the complete absorp- 
tion in herself—her importance to herself. 

Chichester—That’s only the outside. In 
reality she’s the most modest person I know. 
[Nancy laughs.| It’s quite true—really. 
Her own estimate of herself—just as a gir!— 
is very humble! It’s only this something she 
has which—which has made her famous— 
which she values so much and of course it 7s 
valuable. 

Nancy—I suppose so. But it seems to me 
she thinks it very important just to be— 
herself. 

Chichester—Well—it is—rather—isn’t it? 
That is, since she has an especial self to be. 

Nancy—But hasn’t she got that importance 
a little out of proportion? 

Chichester—You think so? I wonder. 
After all—it seems to be awfully important 
to be a woman—nowadays—to be a woman. 
She seems so awfully busy about it somehow. 
I’m not criticizing. I’m sure I would be, too 
—if I were a woman. Men are totally un- 
necessary, I s’pose, except for breeding pur- 
poses. And we go on taking ourselves for 
granted in the same old relationships with 
women. Stupid of us, isn’t it? 

Nancy—Nonsense! Why are you so hum- 
ble all of asudden? Have you been humbled? 

Chichester—I'm afraid I have. 

Nancy—Nothing is so important to women 
as their relations to men. 

Chichester—Eh? 

Nancy—Every woman in the world knows 
that. 

Chichester—This from the seats of the 
mighty? 

Nancy—That is, she knows it when she 
isn’t too completely carried away with herself 
to see it. But women of real importance 
aren’t carried away with themselves or what 
they’re doing. They know that the big 
elemental things are what everything else 
depends upon. Of course, the bigger the 








woman—the greater appreciation she has of 
men and the—the greater devotion she’s 
capable of giving to a—big man. 


She knows 


that whatever she is and however far she may 
have gone. in her own way—she’s only com- 
plete with a great love. [Something slowly 
relaxes in Chichester. He stretches out his long 
legs more comfortably and settles deeper into 
the chair.| 

Chichester—I—never seem to have got 
that from you somehow. I rather thought 
you were one of the ones who don’t need us. 

Nancy—No! How queer! How could you 
have thought that of me? 

Chichester—Well, you are one of the 
Olympians, you know. You must admit 
a man has to look up—to get near you at all. 

Nancy—Some men, naturally. But you— 
why should you say anything so stupid? 

Chichester—Because I am so stupid—I 
suppose—where women are concerned. I 
usually miss my bet. 

Nancy—Do you? Ishouldn’t have thought 
that. You seem to me to have a very subtle 
understanding, something keener than most 
men. But I think perhaps I do know how— 
why you have misunderstood me so entirely. 
It’s because you are so self-depreciating. 
It’s quite true—I am totally indifferent to 
most men, but big men are much more inter- 
esting and companionable than women. 

Chichester—But, alas, I don’t classify. 

Nancy—If you didn’t you wouldn’t be 
saying that. 

Chichester—I'’m only one of the bystand- 
ers—looking on. 

Nancy—Ah—but you're looking on with 
large understanding, and understanding is 
the greatest thing in the world. Isn’t it? 

Chichester—Is it? 

Nancy—Give me your cup. 








I can’t reach 


it. 

Chichester—Oh—sorry. A—I— 

Nancy—Of course, you will. 

Chichester—I'm afraid I 
don’t mind Thanks so much. No, quite 
right. Very nice. I’m afraid I ought to 
be running along. 

Nancy—Why do you say ought? 

Chichester—I'm afraid I’m boring you 

Nancy—I’m afraid I’ve been horribly 
clumsy not to let you see that you—don’t 
bore me. 

Chichester—Thanks. 
of you. I don’t know. 

Nancy—Yes? 

Chichester—Nothing. 

Nancy—By the way, I want to ask your 
advice about something. I have to under- 
take a thing that I’m afraid is too big for me. 

Chichester—Oh—there, isn’t anything like 
that, is there? 

Nancy |leaning across the table with her fine 
elbows on it]—Don’t laugh at me. I wonder 
if you’d mind very much letting me talk it 
out to you—and telling me quite honestly 
what you think and how you see it. 

Chichester—Y ou frighten me. 

Nancy—It would be such an enormous help 
to have your mind on it. I sometimes need 
disinterested advice so desperately and don't 
know where to find it. Sometimes I tremble 
at the things I have to put through without 
a man’s advice. 

Chichester—U'm rather overwhelmed. 

Nancy—Don’t—don’t laugh at me, please. 
May I—tell you? 

Chichester—Listening is 
Miss Marshall. 

Nancy—A diplomat’s talent. A dangerous, 
subtle talent. It makes one say too much. 
I think I won’t let myself go after all. 

Chichester—Oh, come now. That isn’t 
fair—to take me up on the heights and throw 
me down like that. Please— 

Nancy—It’s a great temptation—but it 
will take a long time. 

Chichester—I have more time than any- 
thing in the world. 

Nancy—Turn out that one light near you 
then, will you—and sit over here. [She 
pokes the pillows at her back cozily and luxuri- 
ously and the light falls warmly over her 
Chichester sits in the nearer chair and a com- 
forting and pleasant appeal and deference are 
in her voice and hands as she begins. He sits 
modestly listening and slowly wondering.] 

Nancy—You see, it’s this way. Oh! 

Chichester—W hat is it? 

Nancy—Now you are frightening me. Your 
head is so strong in that light. It brings out 
new lines somehow, or at least lines I never 
seem to have seen before. But that doesn’t 
mean they haven’t always been there. It’s 
merely my own blindness. Isn’t it? 

Chichester—If you see anything new and 
strong in me, Miss Marshall, it’s only because 
you are putting it there. 

Nancy—Which would you rather it were— 
something which is really in you—or some- 
thing which J put into you? 

Chichester—Oh! Eh? Well—really, you 
know! Now you have got me going, as you 
say over here. Either one would be too— 
what shall I say—too much to expect. 

(Concluded on page 109) 


will. If you 


That’s awfully nice 
I—a— 


my one talent, 
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Nancy—I can’t imagine where or how you 
get that self-depreciation. You must have 
come in contact lately with something or some 
one who belittled you. It’s all wrong, you 
know. You must get rid of it. 

Chichester [blushing with pleasure|—But 
about this—this new connetiliag. 

N ancy—Y es—this terrifyingly strong some- 
thing i in you. It’s because of that I’m afraid, 
1 can’t go on—can’t talk to you so intimately, 
I mean, as I had wanted to. 

Chichester—Oh, now, Miss Marshall, I say! 
\ren’t you pulling my leg a bit? Now really! 

Nancy—You don’t mean that for a minute. 
You know I’m absolutely sincere and hor- 
ribly embarrassed. I don’t mind confessing 
it’s a new sensation for me—being suddenly 
overwhelmed by a personality so much 
stronger than my own. 

Chichester—My word! 

Nancy—It upsets my values, so to speak. 
I can’t put myself and my problem to you in 
just exactly the right proportion, so you will 
see the subtlety of the whole thing. 

Chichester—But come now—/ry. 
you my word I shall try to understand. 

Nancy—But don’t look at me so—so deeply 
—or I can’t begin. 

Chichester [lowering his shy eyes|—1 beg 
your pardon. It’s only because I’m so inter- 
ested and so immensely flattered. 

Nancy—You are good.! It’s this. I find 
that all the huge affairs I’m involved in, 
which are depending on me and pulling me 
this way and that—I find they’re getting to be 
a burden instead of a joy. I find that my 
own inner self as a woman is demanding 
something else—something personal. Now 
would you despise me if I refused to do a very 
important piece of work which they are de- 
pending on me to do—work which would take 
me to France for a while? Would you despise 
me if I just flatly gave it up because—well, 
because I don’t want to do it? Because some- 
thing which I can’t even define or explain is 
calling to me? They tell me no one else 
can do it as well asI could. But, do you know 
—the colossal conceit of that little thing who 
was just here made it suddenly seem rather 
absurd for any of us to believe that some one 
else won’t do just as well. And even if it 
were true—even if I could do it better than 
any one else—I want to stop. I want to 
live. I want my soul—myself—to live. 
Oh, I—[Suddenly covering her face with her 
hands| It’s so strange to be saying this to 
any one—above all to you. You seem to 
have made me say it. I’ve never let any one 
see how weak I am 

Chichester—My dear Miss Marshall! 

[He rises timidly and unbelievingly and stands 
before her in an awkward silence.] 

Nancy [lifting her head|—You don’t think 
I’m foolish—do you? 

Chichester—Oh, dear, no! 

Nancy—I know you understand. 


I give 


Dear me, no! 
I don’t 


have to put it into words. It’s this great 
confusion that I’m fighting. I’m trying to 
decide which side of my nature is the one to 
give up to. I don’t know—I don’t know 
whether my work or myself is the more im- 
portant. Tell me honestly what you think. 

Chichester—Well—they’re both so very 
important, it’s difficult to say. 

Nancy—Oh, be honest, please. 

Chichester—What is it you want to do— 
if you are yourself, my dear Miss Marshall, 
to marry some one? 

Nancy—Oh—do you think—that is—I 
mean I—What do you mean? 

Chichester—Why, only that love is probably 
the only thing that could make you give up 
all the wonderful things you’re doing. But 
where’s the man big enough to make you 
love him? 

Nancy [after a slight pause]|—I didn’t 
realize you were so very tall. Don’t stand up 
or I shall never be able to talk. Sit over here. 
[Making a place beside her on the couch and 
knocking a pillow on the floor] 

Chichester—Let me get it. 

Nancy [reaching down with a beautiful hand 
which is trembling|§—See that. Now you 
know how you frighten me. 

Chichester [taking the hand in a very kind and 
surprised grasp|—Why, dear Miss Marshall. 
We all tremble before you, you know. 

Nancy—Oh, don’t! I’m so tired of that. 
I—forgive me. [Looking at her watch] 
Heavens! I never dreamed! It is late—and 
I haven’t even begun. What a bore! I 
suppose you’re tied up for dinner. I suppose 
you must go. You aren’t free, by any chance? 

Chichester—W ell—I— 

Nancy—I’m all alone. I won’t dress. 
How nice of you to just stay. We can sit 
here and go on with this wonderful talk which 
may never come again. 

Chichester—How good you are! You're 
sure you're not just being kind to me because 
you think I’m a bit down? 

Nancy—Nonsense! Down? It’s because 
you're so up I’m clinging to you so desper- 
ately for help. 

[They laugh with a note of something almost 
like comfortable companionship.] 

Chichester—You’ll find me awfully clumsy, 
you know, because I can’t grasp yet that— 
well, that you are just a woman. You’re such 
a gigantically important person, you know. 

Nancy—But isn *t the most important thing 
in the world just being a woman—if one is 
a woman? 

Chichester—If I might dare to say so—yes, 
but then I’m only a man, of course. 

Nancy—A very mysterious man. Tell 
me, why is it I’m so frightened of you all of a 
sudden? Tell me all about yourself. 

[She smiles at him very elementally and puts 
three long fingers across his sleeve in a very 
elemental touch and Chichester’s self-respect 
grows stronger.| 


ANOTHER SCANDAL 


Cosmo 


Hamilton’ 


Novel 


(Continued from page 105) 


day by putting Pel to such a frightful test, 
and you’ve proved it since by leaving him 
in the hands of this woman. Under any other 
conditions you could afford, perfectly well, to 
sit tight and carry on, at peace with the world. 
But under the conditions that you deliber- 
ately worked up Pel, like every other one of 
us, being starved and humiliated and not 
giving a single curse, chucks himself away 
with all the fine things that he ever held to 
and stood for. He cuts off his nose to spite 
his face. He degrades himself for the ghastly 
pleasure of being revenged on life. It’s the 
natural reaction, and to my way of thinking 
he couldn’t revenge himself better than with 
a woman eager to retrieve her former failure 
to catch him on the hop. If you wanted to 
bring about another scandal, if for some 
uncanny reason you had made up your mind 
to break up your home and lay in utter ruins 
one of the few marriages which had every- 
thing to make it succeed, then, of course, 
you’ve gone the right way to work. But if 
you’ve been fooling, if all this is really the 
outcome of a temperamental spree, as you 
make me believe that it is, then all I can 
say is that you’ve let it carry you into a disas- 
ter that may never be wiped out. When you 
heard that woman’s voice on Pel’s ’phone, in 
justice to all your best memories of his love 
and the result of it which makes you so proud, 
you should have dashed to the rescue and 
humbled yourself. You owed it to God and 
the angels. As it is . . .”” He flung up his 
hands and went over to the window, at the 
end of his burst. 

“‘ As it is,” said Beatrix, joining him at the 
window and putting her hand on his arm, 
“although I agree with you that I have be- 
haved like a fool and ought to be whipped for 
indulging in a temperamental kink that I 


can never make any one understand, I am 
more certain than ever that Pel loves me and 
therefore I have absolute faith in his loyalty. 
I may know very little about man,'but I know 
everything about my man. He loves me, he 
loves me, he left me because he loves me, he’s 
staying away now because he loves me and 
he’s only going about with our wee friend 
May because he’s so lonely and misses me so 
frightfully. You don’t think much of me, 
dear old Mally, and you have very good 
reasons for your opinion. I know that, per- 
fectly well. But all this Aad to happen, it 
simply had to. All I can now ask you to do 
is to take my word for it that I’m most 
awfully sorry and that I’m going most 
humbly to ask Pel to forgive me and come 
back. There is only one thing that I want 
to do with all the rest of my life and that is to 
be a good wife to Pel and a good mother to 
his baby—a good woman for ever more.” 

All this was said so quietly but with so deep 
an underlying emotion of ecstasy, by one 
whose voice, attitude, and very appearance 
not only showed recovery but growth, under- 
standing, and a glorious faith, that it carried 
the poor old worried poet into a most un- 
Fraserly deed. It made him seize that young 
slim form in his arms and imitate the far too 
affectionate method of the bear. It made him 
give a whoop of hopefulness and joy, and 
ignore the fact that a well-balanced hat hates 
nothing so much as to be disturbed. 

“And now,” said Beatrix, rectifying the 
damage without the assistance of a glass— 
there was no such useful thing among the nice 
conglomeration of Malcolm’s possessions— 
“take me to see Pel. 
with him to show what I’ve become, and we'll 
all drive home together.” 

(To be concluded in the September issue) 











Give me ten minutes | 














oS Vouth can eda 
be yo uvss 


Yes, it is true,—a woman is as old as the line of her throat. As 
youth merges into maturity—the first signs of that dreaded 
change are a cruel little droop under the chin and a crepiness of 
the skin. Only slightly noticeable at first, but they are warn- 
ings that the wise modern woman will heed. 


By my Sculptural Patting Process, aided by my strengthening, invigorating astrin- 
gents—the sagging throat muscles are lifted and strengthened, a flabby skin is rejuve- 
nated, those hateful lines and wrinkles smoothed out, and the vigorous freshness of 
nineteen or the charm of the twenties is restored. 

My treatments—given either at my salons or by yourself at home—will promptly 
dispel those tormenting, anxious thoughts and give you back again that happiness and 
peace of mind that comes from seeing your youthfulness regained. 

Tell me fully all 
that you would like to have corrected and I will pre- 
scribe just the treatment that your own needs require. 


Come in, or write to me to-day. 


° 
To Correct the Droop under the Chin, 
and the Relaxed Muscles of the Face 
—Use Dorothy Gray's Russian 
Astringent Cream. 
Tightens the skin 
without drying it. 
Price $3 and $5.50. 








First warnin 
that little droop 
must go! 






Lines under the eyes removed 


Downward droop at corners 
of mouth corrected 


Droop under chur ly \fted 
Sa Wng muscles “a cheek 
agthened 
By pro eae... ons ano 
Moulding aerases! 
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Preparations Needed Now— 


For Summer’s Tan—and freckles, and a 
to bleach the hands, use Dorothy Gray's 
Russian Bleach Cream, $2. For more s 
born discolorations, Dorothy Gray's Extra 
Bleach Ointment, $3. 






For Enlarged Pores—use Dorothy Gray's 
Pore Paste at night. Removes eruptions 
and pimples, $1.10. Use Dorothy Gray's 
Orange Flower Tonic instead of water for 
face, $.85 and $1.75. 


For Over-sensitive and Dry Skins—to make 
the surface smooth and velvety—(no fat- 
tening effect)—use Dorothy Gray's Tissue 
Cream, $1 and $1.75. 


For Thin Faces—to fill out hollows, fatten 
and build up tissues—Dorothy Gray's Special 
Skin Food, $1 and $1.75. 


For Wrinkles about Eyes—Dorothy Gray 
has an unusual paste for removing wrinkles 
about eyes and _ strengthening _ tissues. 
Firmly adhesive during sleep. It is Dorothy 
Gray's Pour La Patte d’Oie, $1.50 and $4. 


For Double Chin— use Dorothy Gray's 
Patter, $2.50. 
For Relaxed, Lifeless, Sallow Shriveled 
Skin—use seoey Gray's Circulation Oint- 
ment, $3.25 and 


For Oily Skin and Shiny Nose—use Dorothy 
Gray's Russian Astringent, $3. 


Powders—for every variety of skin. Im- 
palpable, clinging, deliciously scented. All 
shades, including the violet and green that 
Paris wears at night. Moisture proof— 
healing, protective to the skin, $1.50 and $3. 


SPECIAL AGENTS for PREPARATIONS 


New York, N. Y. 

B. Altman & Co. 

Stern Bros. 

Lord & oa 
Boston, Ma 

Elizabeth Elisworth 
Providence, R. I. 

The Shepard Co. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


Chicago, I 
st 57s Mich. 


aan Ga. 


Memphis, Tenn. 
B. ait agg & Bros. 


Mandel Teenie 
. M. Schettler 


Chas. A. Smith 1 7 
New Orleans, La. A. T. Lewis & Son 


Davenport, Iowa 
Susan Smith 
Portland, Ore. 
Meier & pa 
Omaha, 
Teank Lingerie Shop 


eke y Bros. 
Denver, Colo. 


San Francisco, Cal. 


John Wanamaker D. H. Holmes Co., Ltd. Ww C 
Pittsburgh, Pa. Indianapolis, Ind. L Raphael Weill & Co. 
f LSA Cc os Aussies, Cal. 
aufmann's —— ~ N. Y. Cloak & Suit House 
Baltimore, Md. Marion, Ind. Tulsa, Okla 
O'Neill's Quality Shop 
Richmond, Va. Kansas City, Mo 
Miller & ‘Rhoads, Inc. Union Station Drug Store 
Norfolk, Va Oklahoma City, Okla. 


Smith '& Welton 


Rorabaugh-Brown 
or order direct from Dorothy Gray. 


Hunt's Dept. Store 
Lapeere, ae 
Claiborne Dru 
Sioux Falls, S. _ 
Carpenter Hotel Pharmacy 


Postpaid. 


“The Story of Dorothy Gray,"’ with complete list 
SEND FOR BOOKLET, of preparations for Correcting Relaxed and Flabby 





Muscles, Double Chin. Bleach Treatment 
Blackheads and E nlarged Pores. 


How to Correct an Oily Skin. 


A Dry Skin. 


Dorothy Gray 


1643 Boardwalk 
Atlantic City 


749 FIFTH AVENUE 


NewYorko 
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Blue skies; the cool salt air of the 


seashore; a charming room overlook- 
ing the water; and a roomy, conven- 
tent Indestructo. What a harmony 


of essentials for a good time! 


More than you realize, your trunk 
makes or mars the pleasure of your 
vacation trips. 


For it determines the extent to which 
your travel needs will be served. 


This summer, know the comfort of 
traveling with an Indestructo Insured 
Trunk. 


In its generous compartments you 
may pack a most delightful variety 
of apparel. 


Roomy drawer space, conveniently 
apportioned, accommodates even the 
luxuries of travel. 


And an msured strength that even 
world encircling tours have not mas- 
tered protects your possessions every 
step of the way! 


The cost? No more than you are 
asked to pay for an ordinary trunk. 


BENDESTIRUCTO 


BRUNK CORPORATION 
NEW YORK 
FACTORY ¢ MISHAWAKA 0° INDIANA 


INDESTRUCTO TRUNKS ARE INSURED 





HARPER’S 


BAZAR 


UNDERWOOD & UNDERWOOD 


The Senior Class Procession at the Commencement 
exercises of the Kent Place School for Girls, Summit, 
New Jersey. This school is located on the beauti- 
ful estate of Chancellor Kent, whose centennial 
was celebrated at Columbia University in June. 


CHICAGO 








BARON DE MEYER’S LETTER 


(Concluded from page 34) 


Until quite recently, Venetian women of the 
lower classes wore their fringed shawls about 
the Piazza, a carnation in their hair; a bit of 
atmosphere of Venice. Since they find that a 
large number of tourists buy these shawls and 
wear them, they probably consider their 
shawls desecrated, vulgarized, for they 
discard them more and more. 


DILATORY DOMICILES 


Venice always has had an extraordinary 
attraction for foreigners. The idea of leasing, 
or even buying, a palazzo becomes with some 
of them an idée fixe. It stimulates their imagi- 
nation and satisfies their artistic aspirations. 

To have a palazzo on the Grand Canal, and 
live a life Venetian, is the dream of every one 
who comes here on a visit. I've had my 
dream, therefore speak from experience. I 
know exactly how it feels. Mine was called 
Palazzo Balbi-Valier. One has to pass 
through this phase, almost a disease, before 
one can hope to shake it off and become nor- 
mal once again. 


VENICE, THE ENCHANTED 


Voltaire, in his “Candide,” already speaks 
of Venice as of the Monte Carlo of his time, as 
of a meeting-place of gamblers, of kings in 
exile, and other folks who assembled at the 
famous fable d’héte des rois. Perpetual carni- 
val was then the order of the day. Masquer- 
aders in dominoes and masks thronged gam- 
bling-dens and Piazza. Joy and pleasure 
reigned supreme, unrestrained, unending. Both 
Guardi and Longhi depict these halcyon days 
in their exquisite paintings, frivolous, but full 
of life. 

In our modern times much of this joie de 
vivre has gone the way of many other joys, 
but somehow shades of the past still cling to 
stones and carvings. Maybe one’s knowledge 
of it all produces an atmosphere we none of us 
escape. Such, at least, are my thoughts as-I 
recline on the black leather cushions of my 
gondola and glide down the Grand Canal. 


Every one of these old houses seems to speak 
my thoughts. Each palace bears a great 
Venetian name, even if it has some foreign 
resident dwelling within its spacious halls. 
Starting at the “Salute,” we first pass the 
Palazzo Fortuny, where the great painter's 
widow, Sefiora de Fortuny, has lived for over 
thirty years. She and her daughter, according 
to Spanish custom, never leave the house 
more than once or twice a year. They, with 
the Curtises, of Boston, at Palazzo Barbaro, 
the Edens, the late Lady Layard, and 
Horatio Brown, belong to a generation now 
almost vanished, but who helped some thirty 
years ago to uphold traditions forgotten in 
our ultra-modern days. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


A little further down, Palazzo Dario, the 
home of Comtesse de la Beaume, of Paris, 
close by the famous “unfinished” palace, 
smothered in green down to the water’s edge, 
where the Marchesa Casati lives—Palazzo 
Damula, the home of Contessa Morosini, once 
Venice’s most celebrated beauty. Near-by, 
Palazzo Balbi-Valier, my former home, now 
owned by Prince Bibesco, Roumania’s Min- 
ister in Washington; Palazzo Montecucoli, 
belonging to the Princesse de Polignac, née 
Singer; Palazzo Justiniani, the summer home 
of Lady d’Abernon, wife of the British Am- 
bassador to Germany, and so on, all down the 
Grand Canal. 

Most of these foreign residents are in Venice 
during the summer months. They form a 
group among themselves, have guests from 
home, and open wide their portals to visitors 
from far and near. 

Such are the many and varied joys of both 
Venice and the Lido, each different from the 
other, yet to be enjoyed simultaneously. 
Maybe here lies the charm of the Queen of the 
Adriatic. She gives more than any other 
sovereign, and gives democratically to all. 
In plain words, Venice and her Lido beach 
can not be equaled in all the world, and I have 
traveled much. 


THE SMART CHILD 


(Concluded from page 71) 


tot of three or four, in bright green taffeta, 
looked like an artichoke, a little fairy! 

There is a certain atmosphere emanating 
from innocent youth which should be pre- 
served at all cost. It is the harmony and 
sweetness of childhood days, which too much 
sophistication tends to destroy. Surely there 
is plenty of time for rue de la Paix finery, and 
no necessity to start it at the early age of five. 
A muslin frock, a smock, a shady hat, deco- 
rated by a wreath of daisies, there can be 
nothing sweeter. 

Two little girls I saw playing on the beach 
at the Lido were clad in very abbreviated 
“combinations” of blue jersey, nothing else. 


Their hair was tied up with a big blue bow, the 
most sensible way of dressing children on the 
beach. Mother, however, was less suitably 
gowned. She is a famous Italian movie star and 
comes out from Venice in her private steam- 
launch, generally dressed as for a garden party. 
She plays with her two golden-haired bambinas 
in the evening sun, a picture evidently being 
rehearsed for the screen. 

Somehow, I begin to realize “children and 
their clothes”’ have possibilities as a subject. 
Only, as my notes have been left in Paris, and 
I am in Venice just at present, I had better tell 
you all that happens at the Lido. I shall speak 
of children’s clothes some other time. 
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THE INTERPRETER’S HOUSE 
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(Continued from page 37) 


were tidal waves, or eclipses of the moon, 
or a change in the seasons.... ‘Mrs. 
Perry Shipman, one of New York’s loveliest 
younger matrons, in company with Mr. Henry 
Battercup, the well-known financier” [all fin- 
anciers are well known], ‘‘on the sand at Palm 
Beach,” or, “‘Mrs. Perry Shipman, with her 
son, Pendleton (10) and her daughter, Millicent 
15), on the point of braving the sea at Brad- 
ley’s Beach,” or, “Mr. Philip Onderdonk 
Eyre, the active head of the famous old bank- 
ing house of Eyre and Company, together 
with Mrs. Eyre and some friends (reading 
from left to right), enjoying the sunshine on 
the sands of Santa Barbara.” 

For a number of years Guilian had watched, 
with entire calmness and from a safe distance, 
this glittering procession of his relatives go 
by, quite willing to admit, which he did with 
a charming candor, that he himself, either 
through faults of temperament or training, 
seemed doomed to a wandering and not too 
well-regulated life. 


UT recently a growing pestering doubt 

had begun to creep into his mind as to 
whether this happy state was permanent. 
The continual expansion of interests and 
energies seemed to be bringing a smaller and 
smaller return of enjoyment. Experience 
for the mere sake of experience was beginning 
to lose its piquancy. 

He was coming home, therefore, with the 
intention of entering business, as his Aunt 
Virginia suggested, but not so much for the 
purpose of becoming a bank president as the 
purpose of so learning to hate these institu- 
tions that hereafter he would no longer be 
troubled by them except as a convenient— 
and not so convenient, at that—way of 
drawing money. It was necessary, in short, 
to be rid of the vision of circumscribed toil. 

With his usual dreamy absorption in every- 
thing but the matter of importance, Guilian 
had got himself into the uncomfortable posi- 
tion of having after his bath only twenty 
minutes left in which to dress; his steamer 
had not docked until five that afternoon. 
And dinner was at eight; and he did not want 
to be late, because his family had been in the 
habit of laughing at his lateness, and in recent 
years, so he assured himself, he hadn’t been 
late at all—or not much. At all events, on 
the subject of tardiness, humor about himself 
ceased; it was a subject that had been over- 
handled. He paused for a moment to re- 
flect how much he disliked the thought, for 
example, of his brother-in-law, Perry, laugh- 
ing—or even smiling—at anything he did. 
There was something about Perry . 

Guilian pulled his coat down around his 
shoulders and gave a final tug to the ends of 
his tie, and proceeded to turn out the lights 
above the bureau. 

A feeling of security and relaxation and 
gay anticipation overtook him. Yes, he 
was infinitely glad to be home—for a while, 
anyway. He had never thought that he 
would be, but he was. There was some- 
thing, after all, in being surrounded by one’s 
own kin; by people bound to one in a way no 
others were. 

A vision of New York out beyond the quiet 
backwater in which his father’s house stood 
came to him. The great buildings would be 
lighted up by now, the electric signs would 
be leaping and twinkling, the streets would 
be filled with crowds. And they were his 
crowds—at least, most of them were. At 
all events, they were living under the mag- 
nificence and power and good nature of his 
countrymen. By God, it was, say what you 
would, a great city—a great people! 


FoR a moment the brilliance of the long 
narrow primrose-colored room, with its 
girandoles above the mantelpiece shining 
back into the big tawny-edged glass behind, 
blurred the vision of any one entering; 
Guilian had merely an impression of several 
people, their heads turned in his direction, 
and of a cessation of talk. Then his vision 
cleared, and he saw his father standing with 
his back to a gentle blaze of logs—a small, 
fresh-colored, silvery-toned figure, his firm 
chin set deep into a high collar and his white 
mustache standing out against the clean 
curves of his cheeks; and, to one side of his 
father, from a big chair, the crisp golden hair 
and glimmering shoulders of Drusilla emerging 
as she got to her feet. 

Somewhere in the background was Perry, 
and the blond bulk of Philip, and the dark 
shadow of Margaret, Philip’s wife. 

Mr. Eyre waved his hand. “Here he is!” 
he exclaimed. ‘“Here’s our Ulysses! Be 
gentle with him. He isn’t used to his family 
as yet.” 

Guilian turned towards Drusilla, but half- 
way across the room she met him and flung 
her shining arms, bare save for narrow straps 
across the shoulders, around him. They were 
warm arms, and yet cool, smelling faintly 
of violets and the sweetness of warm flesh. 

“Gilly, old thing!” she murmured in his 


ear. “Gilly! ... Dear. .’ Shegavehim 
an extra little squeeze and then held him off 
at arm’s length her flowerlike head cocked 
on one side, and her long, gray, humorous 
eyes peering into his. 

Good old Drusilla! Warm, glimmering, 
lovely Drusilla, with her full red lips and her 
mother-of-pearl skin! Still giving one the 
impression of a girl stepping out from the 
misty, pursuing aura of womanhood—would 
have none of it! 

“Not very old,” she decided, as Guilian 
greeted Philip and Margaret abstractedly. 
“Still ridiculously young, aren’t you? A 
little gray at the temples, but that’s dis- 
tinguished. . . . What outrageous violet eyes 
you have! Gilly, they’re indecent! How 
have you helped getting married? Oh, yes; 
speak to Perry, and then you won’t have to 
speak to him any more to-night.” 

She laughed and indicated her husband, 
who had joined the group, a look of careful 
unconcern upon his face. 

It was a principle with Perry never to 
admit by any gesture of his that any one had 
been out of New York longer than a night. 

“Hallo!” he said, and laughed his mean- 
ingless (or, was that true? perhaps it had a 
good deal of meaning) little laugh—a small, 
unexpected, explosive exclamation of two 
notes—a laugh that had always bothered 
Guilian. In his kinder moments, Guilian 
imagined it was Perry’s better nature apolo- 
gizing for Perry’s lack of manners. 

“Hallo!” he retorted with equal casualness, 
and turned to the circle composed of his father 
and Philip and Margaret. 

Philip towered above the other two like a 
cream-colored lighthouse. 

“Philip’s been working too hard,’’ com- 
mented Mr. Eyre. ‘He really runs the whole 
business now. I never get down. I know 
nothing about it—I’m a lazy old man. And 
old Prendegast is merely a figurehead.” 

“But isn’t he looking well?’’ inquired 
Guilian. ‘“‘It seems to me he is. A man of 
forty is bound to expect some wear and tear.”’ 

He peered up more closely at the bulk— 
not fat, but wide and tall—-of his brother. 
He found himself a trifle shocked. In reality 
Philip wasn’t looking so well. He wondered 
if in five years he, too, would so obviously 
show the passage of time. But forty wasn’t 
old. And yet under the blue eyes of Philip 
were tiny puckers, and the eyes themselves 
were tired, and the smooth pink of the com- 
plexion was beginning to show a muddy 
underlining. 

““And Margaret, too—very fit!” Guilian 
added, and smiled at his slow smiling, rather 
somber sister-in-law. 

But he didn’t mean the latter; not in the 
least. What was the matter with Margaret, 
anyway? What had always been the matter 
with her? Hers was a real beauty, or, at 
least, the foundations of a real beauty; a 
much more complete beauty than that of 
Drusilla; and yet the spark that should 
inform beauty and make it valuable was 
entirely lacking. 

“Don’t you take any exercise at all, Phil?” 
he asked. ‘‘ Don’t you even ride, down there 
at that place of yours?” 

“Ride?” Philip shrugged his big shoulders 
and smiled a trifle wearily under his yellow, 
drooping mustache. “I’ve no time for 
riding. A bit of squash, perhaps, every 
now and then. . . . But real exercise! Why, 
even in the summer I only get down to West- 
bury late Saturdays. It’s getting worse all 
the time.” 

““What’s the use, then, in being head of a 
big firm?” 

“‘None—if you mean getting time off. 
You're worse off thanaclerk. Besides, every- 
thing ison edge now. You'd hear more about 
it if it wasn’t for modern methods.” 

Guilian grinned painfully. ‘And I was 
considering,” he said, “going into business.” 

Philip suddenly raised his head and looked 
at his brother more directly. ‘‘Not into the 
bank, were you?” he asked, with unexpected 
emphasis. ‘‘This is a poor time to go into 
banking.” His eyes lingered upon Guilian’s 
face thoughtfully. 

Guilian was a little taken aback at this lack 
of cordiality. For a moment color crept 
into his dark cheeks and then receded. 
There wasn’t much encouragement here for 
sober intentions, was there? For the con- 
tinuance of public declarations concerning his 
plans and perplexities? But he remembered 
Philip’s Christian pessimism from former 
days, and felt relieved. 

“Let’s get a cocktail,” he suggested cheer- 
fully. 

Philip shook his head. ‘I’ve given them 
up,” he explained. “I can’t very well go 
and talk to workingmen about drunkenness 
and take a drink myself, can 1?” 

Guilian’s brow clouded. Now what in the 
world had taking a cocktail got to do with 
drunkenness? A perfect analogy would be 
to say that eating a bun inextricably involved 

(Continued on page 112) 
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one in gluttony. He strolled over to his 
father. 

Mr. Eyre was looking at his watch rather 
helplessly. “Tt'’s a quarter past eight,’ he 
said. ‘*But no one seems to care for good 
food any more, do they? I wish people 
wouldn't be late. Dining has become merely 
a necessary stoking-up betw een a cigaret and 
a fox trot. He sighed. ‘I’m hungry.” 
“What are we W aiting for?”’ asked Guilian. 
For . 

P rescott Teentered the room. 


“Mrs. Prendegast!” he announced. 


‘ 


T WAS not, Guilian assured an inner voice— 

this was half an hour later—that he wanted 
especially to talk about himself; as a matter of 
fact, direct questions on that subject usually 
numbed his brain, produced a weary inarticu- 
lateness; but it did seem that it would have 
been more polite if Margaret, on this his 
first night at home in two years, had shown 
a trifle more interest in him as a man and 
brother-in-law; had at least given him the 
opportunity to refuse to talk about himself. 
It was asking a good deal from her, he knew; 
she had all the inhumanity of the humani- 
tarian; all the cold egotism of the theorist. 
Dealing with individualities, at any rate 
dealing with them in the mass, she hadn’t 
even the faintest idea of what an individual 
was like. But Guilian was in the habit of 
expecting people to transcend their person- 
alities and continual disappointment failed 
to cure him. 

A voice at his left interrupted his invidious 
meditations. He had heard the voice before, 
talking to his father. He had also noticed a 
youthful dazzling back and shoulder and a 
slim hand with a single gorgeous sapphire 
upon it; dusky hair, too, lustrous and blue- 
black, parted at the side, ’and a faint perfume 
—violets, he thought it was. 

The voice was cool and slow, almost in- 
solently slow, with occasional warm, slightly 
blurred notes in it, as if its owner’s mind 
stumbled upon thoughts too unsmooth and 
too exciting for the ordinary restrained pace 
The voice was an immense relief after the 
sexlessness of Margaret’s voice; after even 
the high, rather rattling gaiety of Drusilla’s 
social intonations. 

‘Are you always so very thoughtful?” 

Guilian faced half-way round in his chair, 

gathering his thoughts together hastily. 

“Never, when I meet a person worth—” 
he began. And then he ended: ‘Oh, so 
you're Mrs. Prendegast?”’ 

He found himself looking into a pair of 
dark eyes, level, shadowy, under two half- 
moons of ebony. They returned his glance 
without the customary turning aside; indeed, 
they held him with a slight widening of the 
irises that seemed to him at first astonishing 
and then altogether childlike and delicious. 

He had an instantaneous impression, very 
unusual, very rare of recent years where 
women were concerned, of personality, of 
texture, of glamour; of that most unmodern 
thing, reticence. Already he had an im- 
pression, physically, of slimness—rather tall— 
of exquisite smoothness of lines of face and 
figure, and of a shining inner whiteness un- 
common with Northern brunettes. 

“And so that’s all you remember of me, 
is it? I met you in the drawing-room.” 

“T remember everything about you,” said 
Guilian with conviction, ‘‘and’ will continue 
to do so. For the last fifteen minutes I've 
been trying to overhear every word you've 
been saying; but I missed some of the nicest 
ones because I was having a horribly serious 
conversation with my sister-in-law.’ 

‘Don’t you like serious conversations?” 
She turned towards him with an almost child- 
ish eagerness, astonishing in one whose first 
approach was so indifferent. 

““Not particularly.” 

“Why not? Life is so short. Possibly 

it’s all right for a man, but women so seldom 
meet any one who can tell them things, it’s 
stupid of them to waste the opportunity. 
You’ve ‘no idea how dull most talk is. 
For instance, I want you some day to tell 
me a lot about Japan! I’ve been there my- 
self, but my experiences were not yours. 
Like all women, the o nly reality I have, as a 
rule, is inside myself.’ 


couldn’t be more than 

twenty-eight .. . this woman... whatever 
she was ... had, it seemed, the trick of 
leading one into personal conversation; the 
trick of isolating from the surroundings her- 
self and the person to whom she was talking. 
As a rule Guilian deprecated this trick—it 
was too often like being tickled by a compara- 
tive stranger. Not a completely happy sen- 
sation, even when the stranger is attractive. 
But he realized that it had on occasion its 
constructive side; bridged at times, when you 
wanted it, the gap between acquaintanceship 
and intimacy. 

“IT need immediately,” he said, with a 
deliberate malice, “‘a guide in these new 
surroundings; a guide for my feet, and my 


HIS girl—she 


head—and yes, my heart. Would you like 
to take on the job? It would be very char 
itable. I've got good feet; a fair head; and 
not such a bad heart.” 

To his surprise the flicker of mischief died 
out of her face as suddenly as it had come and 
the fingers of her hand lying upon the table 
drew themselves together. He even sus 
pected her of giving a little gasp. Then she 
raised her eyes, and he was struck by their 
singular width and starriness. 

*T am afraid I would be a poor guide,” she 
said hurriedly. 

Good Lord! Why 
remark so seriously? 

Mrs. Prendegast . . . he remembered now 
that news of her marriage to young Sydney 
Prendegast, son of old Mr. Prendegast of the 
bank, had reached him eight years before in 
Africa—he remembered Sydney Prendegast 


had she taken that idle 


vaguely as well. Not much good! A pale, 
rather unhealthy, overdressed, talkative 
person. One was always afraid lest he spray 


one (literally) with his pallid, insincere enthu- 
siasm. ... Mrs. Prendegast was informative, 
but she was also evasive, not belying the im- 
pression of reticence she gave. She wasn’t 
happy. One could ascertain that from her 
general reflections on life and from her quite 
unconcerned remarks as well. .. . This 
annoyed Guilian; the fact that she wasn’t 
happy. People ought to be happy, especially 
young and beautiful people... . / And she 
was too calm about it; too willing to accept 
it as final and proceed on that basis. He 
asked her why. She replied: ‘‘Why not?’ 


There was lots for a woman to do in the 
world, wasn’t there? She was busy with 
friends, with her mother, with charity. She 


no longer looked for happiness in personal 
relationships. 

“But in friendships?” 

“Oh, yes, possibly in friendships.” 

‘I remember now,” he said thoughtfully. 

“Your name is Vida. And it used to be 
Vida Blair. I think I met you years ago, 
when you were still a little girl, and I was 
quite grown up. I think soon I ought to call 
you Vida. We're really sort of relations, if 
your father-in-law is my father’s partner.” 

Her scarlet, wide, serious lips, the lower 
lip caught a trifle away from the upper, so 
that there was to that part of her face a hint 
of questioning, a hint possibly of petulance, 
parted in a smile. 

“You are even younger than I thought,”’ 
she observed musingly. ‘“‘Why won’t you 
let me talk seriously? It is a relief to talk 
seriously.” 

From most women Guilian would have re- 
sented this remark, particularly when twice 
made. He was sufficiently detached to 
reflect upon what would have been the result 
if Mrs. Prendegast had been Margaret. 

“T think,” he said, with enough vagueness 
to prevent the remark from being too per- 
sonal, ‘‘perhaps one of the most important 
things in the world is the fact that I remember 
you were Vida Blair.”’ 


T HALF past ten, Drusilla arose and em- 
braced her father. ‘“‘I’m to meet some 
people at a restaurant for dancing,’’ she 
announced. “I loved your party, Daddy. 

. Your cheeks are as pink as peonies. . . 
W hy don’t you come along, Gilly? It will 
interest you. New York has changed. You 
can play Rip Van Winkle. You'll make a 
fascinating Rip Van Winkle.” 

Guilian hesitated. “I’ve had a long day,” 
he began. ‘Is Perry going?’ He wouldn’t 
go if Perry was going. He had seen enough 
of Perry for one night. 

‘Good God, no!” said that gentleman, 
arousing himself suddenly from where, upon 
a sofa, he was engaged in an extremely des- 
ultory, but, on his part, secretive conversa- 
tion with Mrs. Prendegast. ‘“‘It isn’t public 
enough, if I want to dance publicly; and it 
isn’t private enough, if I want to dance 
privately.” 

“Get your hat and things, Gilly, and I'll 
take you in my car,” suggested Drusilla. 

Guilian bade Mrs. Prendegast good-by. 
He thought her hand—cool and yet warm— 


lingered in his for a friendly instant. ‘‘ Aren't 
you coming with us?” he asked. 
She smiled and shook her head. I don’t 


know your sister very well,” she said. And 
then, as if she was very penitent: “And I 
haven't asked you ~~ of the interesting 
things I meant to. I did nothing but talk 
about myself. That comes from being stupid 
and living in New York.” 


N HER taxicab, an unpleasant taxicab that 
smelled of stale leather, Mrs. Prendegast 
od northward until the car turned into 
Fortieth Street, where she had her apartment. 
She sat with her blue velvet cloak about her, 
staring out of the window. She hated taxi- 
cabs. The smell of stale leather made her 
thoughts even more bitter. Why should 
she be forced to ride in taxicabs? She had 
made a bargain eight years before when she 
(Continued on page 113) 
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married, and the bargain hadn't been kept. 
She felt cheated. She always felt that way 
when she left gaiety and wealth and had to 
ride in taxicabs. The act somehow discounted 
her beauty. If Sydney wouldn’t play cards 
so much, she might have a car of her own. 

At the door of the converted brownstone 
house, rather charming with its French win- 
dows and balconies, she let herself in with her 
night-key and walked gravely up to the 
second story with the pretty. slow steps of a 
graceful woman deep in thought, her gown 
caught up in one hand before her. 

When she opened the door of her hallway, 
she saw a light in the library beyond and the 
brown, sparsely covered head of her husband 
showing above the back of a big chair in which 
he was reading a newspaper. He looked at 
her over the edge of the paper as she came in. 
His eyes did not change their expression. 

“Had a big day,” he said. “Made a lot of 
money. Cleaned Grayson and the other 
fellows out. Have a good time: r 

“Better than I thought,” returned Mrs. 
Prendegast languidly. ‘I expected to be 
bored. . . . I usually am bored when I go 
to the parties you ought to go to... but I 
wasn’t.” 

She went to a table where there were some 
roses in a tall vase, and, stooping over, 
smelled them. 

“He’s very good looking, the youngest 
Eyre,” she said musingly. “Did you ever 
meet him?” 

“Ves. I thought he was blamed con- 
ceited.” 

Mrs. Prendegast smiled into the roses. 

“He isn’t conceited at all. I think he’s 
really a little shy. I think I scared him.” 

Her husband suddenly stood up and threw 
his paper down with a gesture of impatience. 

‘“*T suppose,” he said, ‘‘ most of this is meant 
for me? Well, let me tell you something. 
Leave him alone—leave him alone! There’re 
too many business connections there. Most 
of the money you live on comes from my 
father. Don’t you try any of your silly 
tricks.’’ He thrust his hands in his pockets 
and stared at her truculently, his long, equine, 
sallow face wrinkled and sneering. ‘“‘ Your 
friend Rannie Sedgewick called you up a 
little while ago,” he said. ‘It’s none of my 
business what you do—if you don’t do too 
much—and I don’t care, so long as you don’t 
interfere with me, but I do think you should 
tell your playmates what your schedule is, so 
that they won't bother me. Otherwise, 
some day you might get into trouble.” 

Mrs. Prendegast left the roses and walked 
slowly toward him, her eyes widening as she 
did so. She paused when her face was within 
a few inches of his, and his eyes, attempting 
to meet hers, fell. 

“T think,” she said softly, “you’re the 
cheapest man I’ve ever met. I never even 
give you a thought; nor any of the other 
things you suggest. I don’t know why I go 
on living with you, except that I’m a Catholic 
and a coward, and because you’re a habit. 
The most curious thing to me is why you want 
me to go on living with you. Anyhow, you’re 
a habit that comes too high. Probably I 
shall leave you some day out of sheer weari- 
ness. What you can’t hinder you spoil. 
Whatever there is of beauty in my life I 
snatch behind your back, for even if I’m not 
afraid of your tongue, it soils whatever I 
think about. I believe if you knew how much 
I loved the things I’ve saved my own money 
for to put into this apartment, you’d chuck 
them out of the window.’ She paused for a 
moment and her eyes became reflective. “I 
wish to God I had a profession,” she ended. 

“You have,” said her husband. “It’s getting 
things from men without paying for them— 
that includes me. . . . I hope,” he continued 
thoughtfully, still staring at the floor, “I 
hope, by gad, I hope you do make a fool of 
yourself with Eyre—the damned conceited 
pup! The only times I ever saw him I 
hated him. His family, too. I’d like to 
catch him out in something.” He seemed 
completely absorbed in this prospect. 

“Tf I had been going to make a fool of 
myself,’ returned Mrs. Prendegast, “I would 
have done so long ago.” 

She went into the room beyond. 


EANWHILE Drusilla and‘ Guilian, in 
the soft corduroyed obscurity of Dru- 
silla’s car, had turned from the comparative 
darkness of Twenty-first Street into the long 
illumination of Fifth Avenue. To the east 
of them lay Madison Square and a great 
white tower that rose like a mortal exclama- 
tion point marking amazement at the aloof- 
ness of the upper night. Against the stars 
one had a vague impression of Diana shooting 
her arrows. There was a sombrous arabesque 
spring foliage about to expand into the 
solidity of bloom, and through the glass front 
of the limousine the traffic towers glimmered 
in a long line, as if a martial glowworm had 
brought his fellows into single file. 
Guilian spoke from the shadows of his 
corner. “I like this place,” he said. “Every 
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now and then... For a while... It’s 
exciting . .. too exciting. The secret of 


adventure, I suppose, is never to know a 
person or a tow n too long, or too well.” 

That about subjective adventure? 
asked Drusilla. “Or,” she added, “the ad- 
ventures of intimacy—the discovering of new 
things where you thought all discovery was 
over? Your theory rather puts adventure 
out, of the average woman’s reach, doesn’t 
it? 

Guilian turned towards her. He had for- 
gotten what a logical and direct person she 
could be. “Yes,” he answered. “I suppose 
SO. « You're quite right; I dare say sub- 
jective ‘adventures are the most satisfactory 
and age of all. ; Do you find many? 

Vhy do you ask?” 

Guilian laughed. “Nothing, only I seem 
to have been discussing subjec tive adventure 
all evening. Apparently it’s the latest 
burning topic.’ 

“And what did Mrs. Prendegast say? 

“T am not talking about Mrs. Prendegast,”’ 
he retorted with an obscure resentment. 
“T’m talking about you. What do you find?” 

“T don’t know,” Drusilla said slowly. “I 
haven’t time to think about it. . Tm 
too busy.’ Her voice became less hesit: int. 
“But if you're asking | me about the women 
I see around me 

T ‘ell?’ 

I should say that at present they are 
finding too much subjective adventure and 
too little.” 

‘How do you mean?” 

“T mean they’ve lost the ability to find 
adventure in the things near by—the things 
they have—and are reaching out blindly.” 

“‘Hasn’t that always been the case?” 

Drusilla shook her head in the darkness. 

“Not exactly in the same way—”’ she said, 
“never in America. And in Europe they had 
their own oblique way of geting around 
them. But the war has changed all that— 
or hastened the change. You see, it’s un- 
settled most moral axioms, but at the same 
time it’s made people more honest—and that’s 
a trying combination. You may think lots 
of things right you used to think wrong, but 
you can’t go ahead with them until you’ve 
settled accounts with yourself. You no 
longer can think one thing and do another, 
all the while lying comfortably to yourself 
about it... at le ast, you can’t and get 
much fun out of it. 


” 





HE car had turned from Fifth Avenue into 

a side street, and was coming to a halt on 
Madison Avenue where, from a lighted en- 
trance, a striped aw ning stretc hed to the curb. 
A huge commissionnaire, covered with un- 
necessary gold cord. stepped forward and 
twisted the handle of the door nearest Dru- 
silla. Guilian, descending, helped Drusilla 
to the street, walking beside her towards the 
shining doorw ay. His first impressions were 
of noise and odor; then of arms—dozens of 
excessively bare arms; arms everywhere, 
some of them gesticulating, some of them 
poised gracefully, some of them cutting like 
shining simitars the black coats of the dancing 
men—and of legs. 

Drusilla had threaded her way through the 
tables until she had come to one where sat a 
very red-faced man and woman; a tall, un- 
interested, beautifully dressed blond young 
man; a small, bright-haired, discontented- 
looking young woman; and a fat man with 
convex eye-glasses. The men sprang to their 
feet and made room for her and Guilian. 

The boredom died out of the gestures of the 
blond young man. 

“Vou are late,” 
is languishing.” 

One felt that he had not spoken for a long 
time. 

Pemberton was his name, and his first 
name was DeWitt, and Drusilla called him 
“Divvy.” The discontented pretty woman 
was his wife. She looked Guilian over ap- 
praisingly with her cornflower eyes, very 
much as at one time the discontented matrons 
of Alexandria must have looked over the 
most recent importation of slaves. 

Pemberton’s manner towards Drusilla 
became almost too interested. Mentally he 
rested his hand on her shoulder. Guilian 
resented this. He particularly resented it 
from a man who patently avoided intimacy 
unless he was greatly suited. Many days 
later he mentioned this resentment to Drusilla 
and she laughed delightedly. 

“Divvy? People don’t have affairs with 
Divvy; except Follies girls and people like 
that. Divvy’s a preface; he isn’t a history. 
His manner is always that way with women 
he dances a lot with—he seems to consider it a 
form of marriage. He thinks of me as noth- 
ing more than a hundred and thirty-five 
pounds of agility. As long as I’m agile, he’ll 
be tender. At present, he’s my dancing 
young man.” 

He was—decidedly. For the sake of man- 
ners he asked his wife and Mrs. Hurd—ihat 
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was the red-faced woman’s name—if they 
would accept his skilled guidance, but he was 
palpably relieved when they both refused. 
The rest of the time he circled the room with 
Drusilla in his arms. 

Every now and then they would lounge 
up, like swimmers leaving a lazy surf, shake 
themselves, puff once or twice at a cigaret, 
sip an iced drink, and then slowly, ab- 
stractedly, find their way back to the dancing 
floor, to be swallowed up again in the weaving 
mass. When one caught glimpses of them 
were rapt and ecstatic. There 
was no emotion visible save the holy one of 
rhythm. They were very beautiful, in reality; 
utterly matched in that one direction; 
devotees practising an absorbing, transform- 
ing rite. 

Drusilla and Pemberton had returned for 
one of their brief periods of relaxation when 
she suddenly looked up and over her shoulder. 
“Oh, hallo!’ she said. ‘‘ Where did you come 
from?” 

Guilian followed the backward glance and 


| saw a slim girl in white standing at Drusilla’s 


| shoulder. <A 


very gold-and-white girl of 
medium height, possibly, but made to look 
taller by youthful slenderness and the straight- 
lined dress she was wearing. She must have 
been very young, for she had the lustrous 
quality, the lambency, that as a rule does not 
outlast the middle twenties, no matter what 
more solid beauties may take its place—a 


little lovely peach-blossom flame; an irradi- 


ation. 
‘Gilly,” said Drusilla, “this is Lalite 
Satori—Lael Satori. This is my brother 


you've heard me talk so much about.” 

Guilian struggled half-way to his feet; 
always an awkward gesture. He wished 
Drusilla hadn’t introduced. But the next 
moment she explained herself. 

“T want you two to meet,” she continued. 

Lael’s rather a distinguished specimen of 
He we were talking about.” 

The girl twisted her painted lips into a 
button. 

“Specimen? That sounds horrid.” 

“It isn’t—merely amusing.’ 

“What kind of a specimen?” Then her 
interest as abruptly flagged as it had arisen, 
and, flicking Guilian with uncurious smoky 
gray eyes, she bent over Drusilla again. ‘“‘I 
wanted to find out, she said, “if you were 
going to-morrow. 

It was apparently a feminine engagement 
they were discussing. Guilian caught only 
scraps of the talk, for at that moment Mrs. 
Hurd cut him out like a huge man-of-war 
capturing an unresisting neutral and led him 


| into a little conversational harbor where she 
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described to him some of the horrors of 
modern motherhood. 

He heard the girl say, “‘ 
be getting back,” 
turning away. 

She did not include him in her smile, not 
purposely of course, but with an entire forget- 
fulness. He watched her as she walked back 
through the wilderness of little tables. 

She walked with the curious, tripping, 
hastily demure gait that young women now- 
adays affect. She was remote and self- 
contained in the presence of the people she 
passed; oblivious of the stares of the men and 
women, who ten years before would not have 
stared, although ten years before a girl would 
not have walked through a restaurant in just 
that way. There was no doubt about it that 
she was like a gold flame, with both the 
aloofness and potential warmth of flame. 


Good . . . I must 
and he looked up to see her 


UT Guilian, considering her, found her 

suddenly annoying; his initial bedazzlement 
dimmed. She was, when you came to think 
of it, more startling than beautiful; her hair, 
parted in the middle, too golden, too much of 
a contrast to the darkness of her eyebrows; 
and her lips a mere impressionistic blotch of 
red. In this respect she had gone even 
As a result— 
the increased size of her eyes and the dimin-' 
ished length of her mouth—there had been 
a puzzling impression of youth and age; an 
effect both cynical and infantile; a childish 
worldliness. 

“What do you think of her?” asked Drusilla. 

““My thoughts are confused,” murmured 
Guilian, 

“She’s rather a sweet little thing, really. 
At all events, she displays an interest in me 
that most of them don’t. Poor little devils! 
They’re like small birds beating against a net. 
So wise and so ignorant. I think they’re 
even more pathetic than we used to be.” 

“‘Pathetic?”’ Guilian’s voice was dry. 

Drusilla paused and her eyes widened; and 
then she laughed. 

“Poor Gilly!” she cried. “She hurt your 
feelings. She hurt your feelings. The stupid 
little wretch.” 


UILIAN got home shortly after mid- 
night. Mr. Eyre was still up, reading, 
with quaint horn-rimmed spectacles, in his 
library. He put down his book as Guilian, 


subtly redolent of the world, the flesh and the 
devil who is supposed to accompany these 
misunderstood allurements, entered. 

Guilian lighted a cigaret and sat down 


across the fireplace, where embers. still 
glowed. 

“Who’s Mrs. Prendegast, father?” he 
asked, ‘and what’s her trouble?” 


Mr. Eyre smiled. ‘Nothing essentially 
important, that I know of,” he replied. 

“Ts she very poor?” 

“No, I wouldn’t say that. She was before 
she married—she was James Blair’s daughter, 
and he lost everything he had about twenty 
years ago. But, although I can’t make out 
that her husband does anything much, I 
imagine his father gives him a handsome 
allowance. He is an only child. Why?’ 

‘She thinks she’s very poor. 

Mr. Eyre’s smile broadened. 

“Tt takes a great deal of money to live in 
New York,” he observed. “Most of my 
friends are poor, if poverty means spending 
more than you should and worrying about it. 
It takes a great deal more than when you 
used tolive here. That dress Mrs. Prendegast 
had on to-night must havecosta fortune. .. . 
My dear boy, the fashion to-day is to exceed 
your income spiritually, financially, physically 
and morally. We are livers-plus, as a sales- 
man would say. The one thing we can not 
abide are the sweet spaces of frugality.” 

Guilian stretched his long legs out in front 
of him and inspected the tips of his pumps. 

“Oh, well, damn women, anyhow,’ he 
observed somberly; ‘“they’re never busy 
except when they’re unhappy, are they? 
and then they’re too busy. There’re the ones 
that are making trouble; and then there're 
the ones that are reforming the trouble that 
the others make, and that’s about all there is 
to them. We'll have to think out something 
to limit their numbers. So you know Vida 
Prendegast well?” 

“‘Oh, no, not at all well.” 

Mr. Eyre got to his feet and banked the 
embers of the fire. 

“Your Aunt Virginia expects you to call 
upon her for tea to-morrow,” he said. 


S$ GUILIAN left his Aunt Virginia's late in 

the afternoon five days later, he saw Mrs. 
Prendegast. She was unaffectedly delighted 
at the unexpected meeting with him. She 
had been crossing Twelfth Street, her head 
lowered under her broad-brimmed black hat, 
and it was not until she had almost collided 
with Guilian that she recognized him. 

“How nice! she exclaimed, her dark eyes 
smiling. ‘I knew it was going to be a night 
for adventure. Oddly enough, I was thinking 
of you just at this moment. I knew you had 
an aunt living around here somewhere.” 

“T have,” affirmed Guilian grimly. “I 
have just left her. . . . Were the thoughts 
nice thoughts?” 

“Exceedingly. For one thing, you made 
your dinner memorable among a great many 
boring ones.’ 

“You've only seen me when I wasn’t bored 
myself,” replied Guilian. ‘‘Where are you 


“Ts that Fortieth Street?” 

“Ves. But I like to walk at this time of 
day, so I was going to walk to about Twentieth 
Street before I took a bus. I have a sister 
who lives in Washington Square. I've just 
been to see her.” 

For a moment Guilian considered asking 
if he might join in the walk, and then he 
changed his mind. He had found the 
accompanying of a woman along a street, 
especially when she was in a hurry, a poor 
substitute for enjoyment. 

“Let's go somewhere and have tea,” he 
suggested. 

Mrs. Prendegast laughed. 
Why, it’s almost six o'clock.” 

“That makes little difference to me—I'm 
going out. 1 m not due until half past eight.” 

“So am I.’ 

“Dining out?” 

“Yes.” 

“At what time?” 

Eight.” 

“Well, then . . .”” Guilian smiled down at 
her... . She had the most extraordinary 
wide level eyes and red lips. “You've 
all the time in the world. Come on. We 
won’t have tea—we’'ll just order it as an 
excuse to sit somewhere. Except, I'll eat it; 
I’m hungry. Aunt Virginia’s ideas of tea 
and mine are not the same.”” He waved his 
stick. ‘‘There used to be a Lafayette .. . 
or a Brevoort, or something, i in this neighbor- 
hood. Is it still in existence?’ 

“Both. Very much so. 

“Come along, then. We'll sit for half an 
hour, and afterwards you can take a taxicab— 
one of those fast ones that advertise every 
driver a married man, and therefore reckless.” 

Mrs. Prendegast laughed a sudden little 
laugh and looked up at Guilian with her wide, 
rather carefully inexpressive eyes. “I am 

(Continued on page 115) 
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unexpectedly very happy,” she confided. 
“T always am when I do things I hadn’t 
planned to do. I think if I were a young girl 
I would elaborately plan to marry one man 
and then run away with another at the church 
steps. I had planned, you see, a little exer- 
cise, and a little rest, and a great deal of hair 
— | and dressing—all very methodical— 
and . here I am.” 
“Yes,”’ agreed Guilian thoughtfully, “here 
you are.”’ 

He wished she had not said just exactly 
what she had, nor could one excuse the re- 
mark on the grounds of the average woman’s 
lack of verbal foresight. Mrs. Prendegast 
gave no impression of fortuitous rashness. 
To the contrary, you were very sure her most 
disturbing speeches were the ones most care- 
fully calculated—little darting, rather charm- 
ing tentacles, stretching out to feel what 
would happen, and then withdrawing into 
a safe retreat. 


UILIAN was discovering that, funda- 

mentally, he was mildly afraid of Mrs. 
Prendegast. There had been moments, five 
nights before, when he had felt that such a 
thing might be possible. Despite the re- 
serve in the dark eyes, despite the cool, 
slightly insolent slowness of the usual manner, 
it seemed to him, reflecting upon it, that from 
the beginning there had been between this 
girl . . . this woman . . . whatever she was 

. and himself too much initial clearance 
for any but very young people; too much 
obliteration of the customary steps of ac- 
quaintanceship; too much tacit implication, 
perhaps, that in each other they were finding 
something very like the end of a search. It 
was very flattering, but it was too flattering; 
too heady and engrossing. The most tem- 
perate development would constitute a lien 
upon time and imagination that he wasn’t in 
the least sure he was prepared to give. Ten 
years before it might have been different; 
even five; but his values had altered... 
he was busy about other things. 

No, he would have to look out. And yet, 
coming down to common sense, how did he 
know, after all, that there was anything especial 
in Mrs. Prendegast’s manner towards him? 
Perhaps he was flattering himself. Perhaps 
she was this way with all men. 

He was astonished at the sudden wave of 
anger that swept over him at the thought. 

Life became a damnable mess whenever 
a woman entered it. The pleasant things 
always became dangerous, the safe things 
remained duller than usual. It was necessary 
either to regard a woman as not a woman— 
which displeased her and by no means stim- 
ulated yourself—or else regard her as a wo- 
man and take the chances. 

Mrs. Prendegast broke the silence with 
acomplaint. “I don’t think this is going to 
be a nice party, after all,” she said mournfully, 

Guilian looked down at her. ‘“ Why?” 

“Because I like to talk, and because I don’t 
like grimness. I think grimness ought to be 
saved for the home circle . . . there’s plenty 
of it there. Why are you so grim?” 

“1?” Guilian laughed. “I’mnot grim .. . 


I... It’s going to be a lovely party. I'll 
make it so. My ...my aunt depresses 
me. 


They had come to an awning that led out 
from the entrance of the hotel and for an 
imperceptible moment paused. Mrs. Prende- 
gast touched Guilian’s arm lightly and smiled 
up at him. ‘Let’s forget your aunt,” she 
urged, ‘“‘and I'll forget the things I don’t 
want to think about. Will you? We'll 
pretend for a while we’re at the ends of the 
world . . . inanice place . . . with lanterns 
and trees. I’m still rather happy. I don’t 
know why.” 

He saw her obliquely, without turning his 
head. The lingering smile drew her lips 
back and her eyes had temporarily lost their 
deliberate inexpressiveness. For the first 
time she seemed childlike and appealing in 
a new, ingenuous fashion. The touch of her 
withdrawn fingers seemed to cling to him. 

“Come on!” he said abruptly. ‘We'll 
have to hurry.” 


HEY found a small room, deserted except 

for a few couples like themselves-and some 
waiters intent upon resting before the dinner 
hour. Guilian’s disarranging order for tea 
met with but little gratitude. ‘And quickly!” 
he added with the Anglo-Saxon’s savage irri- 
tation with anything but the height of Gallic 
courtesy. 

The table they had chosen was beside an 
open window that looked into the empty ob- 
scurity of a cross street, given over now to the 
milky orange of lamps and the quiet going of 
the day. 

Mrs. Prendegast rested her chin on inter- 
locked hands and regarded Guilian specula- 
tively. 

“You're a very stern man,” she said sagely, 
with one of those quick plunges into intimacy 
that he had come to expect, “‘aren’t you? 
And a very gay one as well. I dare say, how- 


ever, that’s a much more common combination 
than one would think. Why are you stern? 
You lead a singularly pleasant life.” 

‘I’m not stern,” retorted Guilian, ‘only 
I like people to do what they do with some 
enthusiasm. Nobody forces a man to be a 
waiter. So long as he is one, he’d best follow 
the technique of his job. People to-day 
despise too much the discipline of the par- 
ticular position in which they happen to find 
themselves . . that applies to millionaires 
as well as doormen.” 

Mrs. Prendegast shrugged her shoulders. 
“Oh, the waiter! I’d forgotten him. I was 
talking about you. Aren’t you happy?” 

Guilian smiled. “Not particularly. Why 
should I be?” 

“You've everything most people want. 
Freedom, money, good health, good looks.” 

“Thank you. Everything but a knowl- 
edge of where I’m going.” 

‘“Why do you want to know where you’re 
going? It’s lots more fun just to go... 
when the time comes.” 

Guilian shook his head. ‘‘That’s What 

I used to think. But I don’t any more.’ 

“You're a Puritan, too?” 

‘Good God, no,” said Guilian repudiat- 
ingly; “if anything I’m an artist. They both 
start with the same desire to concentrate, to 
simplify, but the one thinks life is worthless, 
and the other thinks it is the only thing worth 
while. The Puritan eliminates because he 
despises life, the artist because he wants to 
taste its essence.’ He smiled down at his 
lighted cigaret. ‘‘I’m lecturing,” he inter- 
jected. 

“And you're not fused? I: that it?” 

“Yes, I suppose so.” 

Mrs. Prendegast’s eyes drooped as if she 
was meditating. ‘I wonder what will fuse 
you?” she asked suddenly, looking up again. 
‘““A woman? A sorrow? In a way it’s a 
misfortune to be born a Guilian Eyre, isn’t it? 
And you're still curiously young in certain 
ways, as I told you the other night. Your 
ruthlessness is still too tender, and your 
tenderness is still too ruthless. You’re not 
quite ready to give things up either for heaven 
or damnation.” 

“The trouble is one doesn’t know which is 
which beforehand.” 

“No, I suppose one doesn’t. But why do 
you care so much? It’s the thing that counts, 
not the end.” 

Guilian stared out of the window. “What 
are you?’ ” he asked abruptly, turning about 
once more. ‘Are you fused?” 

Mrs. Prendegast’s hands paused among the 
tea-things. ‘“‘I’ma woman,” she said soberly, 
“and so I don’t suppose it makes very much 
difference what I am, particularly as I’ve 
fulfilled none of a woman’s functions. . . . I 
have no child . . . my husband is disinter- 
ested.”” She poured a cup of tea. ‘How 
do you like it? But I’m eliminating, if you 
mean that.” 

“Strong, sugary, with milk. What have 
you eliminated?” 

“Silly things, I’m afraid. Probably an 
unessential elimination of unessentials. Too 
much convention, for one thing. This, that, 
and the other. As a crude instance, I like 
dancing, but I detest dances, so I don’t go 
to balls any more; I go to restaurants. I 
dislike men, but I like a man. .. . I have 
only a dozen or so men friends. Most of 
my friends are strange, anyhow. The people 
I used to know bore me. .. .”” She paused 
abruptly, as if a compelling thought had oc- 
curred to her. Her eyes again widened 
slowly into his. ‘‘ You will hear a great many 
odd things about me,” she concluded quietly. 
“IT wonder if you'll believe them?” 

Guilian stiffened. “I don’t make my 
friends,” he asserted, “by what I hear about 
them.” 

“No, I don’t think you do—except—” 
she smiled faintly, “possibly you may make 
them if you hear too much against them. 
That would be like you.”” Her eyes, looking 
into his, became inscrutable. ‘Perhaps they 
are true, these stories,” she added. ‘‘Sup- 
pose they were?” 

She looked down at her wrist-watch. 

“But I am talking too much, and— 
gracious, I must go! Instantly! Pay the 
bill and find me a taxi, please.” 

She hurried ahead of him through the cor- 
ridor and into the street. For a moment he 
felt the soft texture of her as he helped her 
into the cab and their shoulders brushed. 
From where he stood by the door he could see 
the whiteness of her face in the streaked 
shadows, above her somber dress, beneath her 


. somber hat. 


“Very soon you must come to see me,” she 
called. She laughed. “Oh, yes, it’s done 
nowadays ... if you don’t mind a little 
innocent talk. If I had no men friends I’d 
see no one at all—Sydney and I only meet by 
accident. The only people who will seriously 
object will be your family. They regard me, 
I think, as a poor and rather disreputable 
relation. I shall ask you to dinner, too. 

(Continued on page 116) 
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3-5-7 East 37th Street -New York < 
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A Summer Cream, Cool and Thin 


asa Summer Drink 

The skin absorbs less in summer than at any other time. 
Instead of the usual cleansing cream, it now needs a 
cream of special lightness and thinness—such a prepara- 
tion as 

Créme Ideale—Peach-colored and peach-fragrant—a 
delight to use. Cleansing, nourishing and soothing. 
Good-sized jar, $2.50. 

Very refreshing on a hot day is 

Rosée de Beauté—A mild astringent which gives the 
skin a sparkling freshness. Prevents and relieves tan 





Write for ques- 


and sunburn. $2, $3.75. q 
B ) from V. Darsy or at the following shops Bathe W i. 
y mar . y ? 4 
Boston Coreijnc T. Peabody. 551 Boylston Street. Mount _— N, Y. “L 
Vernon. : Adeline Beauty Parlor, 34 East Third Street. sag * ew orr, 
Cleveland: Haile Brothers. San Francisco: White House: visit the Salon 
Darsy Salon de Jeunesse, 358 Sutter Street. for French Treat- 
ments. 


V. DARSY 


17-A West 49th St. New York 
54 Rue du Faubourg St. Honoré, Paris 
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DR. R. NEWMAN 


LICENSED PHYSICIAN 
286 Fifth Avenue, New York 


Announces 


his home treatment for reducing weight or taking 
off adipose tissue. 

The arrangement of his 
offer insures satisfaction. 

No loss of time or inconvenience involved. 

He will be glad to furnish proof and testi- 
monials on request. 


“pay-when-reduced” 


Free Trial Treatment sent on request anywhere 


Dr. R. NEWMAN 286 Fifth Ave., New York 
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want you to mect some of my queer playmates. 
Good-by; you're exciting. After you've 
been in New York awhile you won't be. 
Tell him to hurry, please.” 

Guilian slammed the door. 

As the cab turned the corner, Mrs. Prende- 
gast looked back. 


UILIAN was standing where she had left 


him, his tall figure focused by the lights 
from the hotel. He was exciting. She 


wondered why. It was not because he had 
done romantic things. She had lived long 
enough to know that most men had done ro- 
mantic things—the most unexpected men had 
done romantic things. Nor was it because 
he was good looking; although he was excep- 
tionally that. He was eager. She was not 
used to eager men... . Sydney certainly 
wasn't eager; nor the actors and half-artists, 
and wives and husbands of half-artists, that 
made up her more intimate circle. Nor was 
Randall Sedgewick. She thought about 
Randall Sedgewick. 

She thought about his plump white face 
and bristling short mustache and dull blue 
and faultless 


eyes; about his faultless clothes 
ties. She thought especially about his hands. 
He had horrid hands; short and too well 


manicured and with little hillocks of fat along 
the knuckles. 

Guilian had beautiful hands, lean and brown. 
They would take hold of things with the deli- 
cious directness of a man. 

No, Randall Sedgewick certainly was not 
beautiful, and he was not naive, but he was 
very useful. He supplied everything that 
Sydney wouldn’t or couldn’t—well, not every- 


thing. She wondered how long he could be 
kept in his present harmless state. There 
had been signs that he was breaking. He was 


not an altruistic man. And what would she 
dothen? She couldn’t get along without him. 
She did not want to marry him, rich as he 
was, even if her faith did not put divorce 
practically out of the question—one unattrac- 
tive husband was enough; and yet with him 

. theotherthing! Shedidn’t know. But 
of this she was sure: life was going to keep on 
giving her what she wanted. She had not 
had a poverty-stricken girlhood and a disap- 


pointing marriage for. nothing. A _ little 
shudder ran along her shoulders. ‘I wish 
to God,” she thought, closing her eyes, 


‘women weren’t like that! I wis sh they didn’t 
always have to care so much!’ 

Guilian, stepping back from the curb, 
had stepped back into the large bulk of 
Philip, dressed in evening clothes and ap- 
parently just descended from a waiting closed 
car. Or possibly not just descended, for 
Guilian had an impression that his brother 
had not altered his position for several rather 
long moments. 

“Hallo,” said Philip blandly. ‘* Margaret 
and I are dining with Aunt Virginia, and I 
stopped in here to get some theater tickets 
for to-morrow. Margaret’s in the car. 
Speak to her.” 

Back of his casual words there was a care- 
fulness that suggested that they were not 
altogether casual, after all. 

“IT was having tea,” 
bruskly. 

“With Vida Prendegast? 
so. I saw her just as we drew up. 

Somehow, as he turned away to search for 
Margaret, Guilian found himself suddenly 
exceedingly angry. 


explained Guilian 


Yes, 


I thought 


R. EYRE was by no means unworried. 
+ He had seen in Guilian’s mail a square, 
delicately gray envelope, addressed in the 
usual upright childish hand of the modern 
woman, and the arrival of these gray envelopes 
had become recently almost a daily occur- 
rence. By now Mr. Eyre even fancied he 
could detect from a distance a faint odor of 
violets that detached itself when Guilian slit 
the paper. 

He discounted his sister Virginia’s ter- 
rorisms and Margaret’s low-voiced allusions; 
in fact, they made him extremely angry; but, 
granting the best of intentions, an idle man 
and a discontented wife have, in even the 
most Christian of communities, an excep- 
tionally low rating in dependability. 

Besides. Mr. Eyre knew Guilian. Up to 
a certain point Guilian was shy, evasive, self- 
deprecatory, but beyond that point let him 
once be — inced that he was actually be- 
loved and actually rescuing the loving and the 
beloved from the horrors of her situation and 
he became an engine of destruction. 

At breakfast upon a mid-May morning 
three weeks or so after Guilian’s return, with 
what he thought was considerable tact Mr. 
Eyre had brought the conversation around 
from the comments upon the general state of 


Dana Gatlin, who can write a love 


the country with which he liked to salt his 
breakfast, to a convergence upon the neces- 
sity of a man’s having, more than ever in this 
present vexed period, a central passion in 
pursuit of which he could satisfactorily find 
his soul by losing it. 

Mr. Eyre thought it made little difference 
what the passion was, so long as it was not 
a disastrous one. Some men have saved their 
souls by collecting stamps. 

He had been very careful in all this to 
avoid talking directly at Guilian, and to 
avoid the slightest hint that Mrs. Prendegast 
was the fuse detonating his arguments. 

Mr. Eyre helped himself to another cup of 
coffee and hot milk from the shining tray at 
his elbow, and stirred the 7 with a 
sudden grave attentiveness. ‘I don’t sup- 
pose,”’ he said, without looking up, ‘you've 
ever thought of going back, have you? The 
place really needs some one to actually live 
upon it. Affection is nec essary for successful 
crops. There are over six hundred acres.” 
‘You mean ‘Hibernia ’?”’ 


“Ve 


Guilian’ s eyes were troubled. “‘That’s the 
very diffic ulty. he said slowly. ‘“That’s the 
difficulty. I'd like it too much. It’s too much 
the thing I should want to do, if I were to 


consult my inclination alone.” 


“How is that possible?’’ asked Mr. Eyre, 
perplexed. ‘It doesn’t make sense.” 
Guilian sighed, buttoned his coat, got to 


his feet, and smiled down at his father. 

“T can’t explain it,” he said. “An internal 
madness, I suppose. Anyway, I must be off 
I've an engagement with Philip this morning 
—made after much haggling. I go to beard 
the lions of Wall Street. Don’t tempt me. 
I wish you hadn’t mentioned ‘Hibernia’ just 
now; it’s unsettling. It’s always haunted 
er A place will, you know, if it’s mixed 
up with your boyhood.’ His eyes, which 
had for a moment sought the opposite side of 
the room, returned to his father, the smile in 
them relit. “It is necessary, my dear 
parent,” he concluded, “that I mortify my 
flesh before ever again I seek self- indulge nce. 
Don’t ask me why; accept it as a fact.’ 

Mr. Eyre shrugged his shoulders. “TI 
think you are very silly,’ he commented. 
‘That’s what I thought, and I kept putting 
it off and off until it never happened. A man 
doesn’t do well at what he doesn't like. You'll 
be a failure as a banker. See here...” he 
looked up with a quick determination... . 
“Will you go down and get things ready for 
me, anyhow? [ leave the first of June. 
You'll do that, won’t you?” 

“When would you want me to go? You 
are very subtle.” Guilian’s smile increased. 

‘To-morrow .. . the day after. 

Guilian blew ‘the smoke of his cigaret into 
the oe id air. 

Maybe I will,” he said _hesitatingly, 
“unless Philip insists that I take the presi- 
dency and immediately go to work. I haven’t 
seen ‘Hibernia’ in May forten years. I'd like 
a smell of new grass. . . . Well, wish me luck.” 

He waved his hand to his father and 
departed. 


YRE and Company were on a side strect 
that led off at right angles from Wall 
Street. You plunged down the latter canyon, 
growing more convinced every moment ‘that 
men were by nature troglodytic and deserved 
nothing better, and then you came to a corner 
and the top of a crooked thoroughfare that 
ended in a glimpse of ships and a blue sky 
and the unseen presence of the harbor. If 
you liked such things, you thanked God, 
with sudden relief, that in a topsy-turvy 
world there were sailors as well as brokers. 
A well-dressed young official met Guilian 
at the door and referred him without interest 
to offices in the back. Here he was again 
interviewed by a pretty girl who was evi- 
dently impressed by his name, and in turn 
passed on to an elderly eye-glassed female who 
wasn’t impressed at all. Eyres apparently 
were common in her life. She undoubtedly 
stood very close to Philip and, bringing to 
business a misplaced maternal instinct, re- 
garded the bank as her child and achievement. 
This made her disagreeable and motherly. 
She kept Guilian waiting twenty minutes 
before she admitted him to Philip’s presence. 
As Guilian entered, Philip was sitting be- 
hind an immense polished desk of beautiful 
design, on which stood a silver vase filled 
with crimson roses. The light from a large 
window powdered him with tawny irides- 
cence and fell warmly across the rich rugs. 
Back of the desk was an open fireplace, with 
logs neatly arranged, and over the fireplace a 
full-length painting of Mr. Eyre. 
Guilian plucked up heart when he saw his 
(Continued on page 117) 
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father’s portrait. The atmosphere seemed 
to him to become a trifle more familiar. Mr. 
Eyre was smiling gently, as if Philip and the 
room amused him. 

Philip joined the tips of his fingers under 
his nose and smiled ingratiatingly. 

‘So you've really made up your mind?” 

“T told you I had.’ 

“De termined to go into business?’ 

im, hy not?’ 

“Nothing, only . Has father spoken to 
you about ‘ Hibernia ’?” 

“He spoke to me about it this morning.” 

‘And you won't consider it?” 

“T’d like to—but .. . No, I won't.” 

““Umph!” Philip | removed the tips of his 
finge’ Ts. from under his nose and sighed. ‘I’m 
sorry,” he said. “It was I who suggested it 
to him.” 

Guilian’s gray eves grew suddenly dark. 
“Oh, was it?” he commented. Now what the 
devil business was that of P hilip’s? s? ‘*There’s 
no use talking about it.” he concluded 
bruskly. “I’m here for a job.” 

Philip picked up a_ pencil—beautifully 
sharpened; the work, Guilian imagined, of 
the disagreeable woman—and, placing the 
point on the desk in front of him, studied the 
rubber end with a cryptic smile. The smile 
deepened and became almost a grimace. 

“T’ve been thinking over your situation,’ 
he said slowly, ‘‘and I'm afraid I'll have to 
take back a little some of the things I said. 
Frankly, I don’t think it would be a bit good 
for you to start in here... . } ‘oO, not. a bit. 
Too much family. I... Well, for one thing, 
I couldn’t exactly fire you, could I, Guilian?” 

““Why not?” 

Philip shrugged his shoulders and raising 
his head for a fleeting added smile became 
almost too deprecatingly affectionate. He 
returned to the pencil. 

“You started here,”’ said Guilian. 

‘That was different.’ 

“Why?’ 

Philip allowed the question to go unan- 
swered, but his silence was filled with mean- 
ing, the implication of which was that the 
answer was too obvious to be put into words. 

For a moment Guilian gazed reflectively 
at his father’s portrait, and then, with a sud- 
den determination, he picked up his stick 
and soft gray hat. 

“*T wouldn’t have bothered you at all,” he 
said quietly, but with a red face, “if I had 
known this. I won’t waste any more of your 
time. Why didn’t you tell me, without mak- 
ing me come down here? Of course,” he 
hesitated, “I can force you to take me in.” 

“You can?” Philip’s question was a chal- 
lenge. His under jaw slightly protruded. 
Then the smile returned. ‘Oh, no, you 
can't,” he said good-humoredly. “I took 
this business over from father on condition 
I should do with it what I wanted. He 
wouldn’t think of interfering. Besides, he 
agrees with me. It is very foolish for you 
to try banking.” He got to his feet and 
stretched out his hand. ‘‘Come on, let’s be 
reasonable. Sit down again,” he said. “It’s 
for your own good, Guilian. Let’s discuss it 
amicably. It’s only because you’re my 
brother. Don’t be an ass. Heaven knows 
why you should want to get inte this grind, 
anyway.” 

Guilian had been studying the point of his 
stick, which he had been digging into the 
heavy pile of the rug; now he looked up with 
a smile that was disarming, but his eyes did 
not altogether keep his lips company. 

“F hiliy >», my friend,” he said slowly, 

‘you're frightfully keen not to have me in the 
b: ank, aren’t you? What’s the matter with the 
bank, old son? Oh, well, never mind. In 
about five years I'll come around and help 
you out. Until then, the poor but ambitious 
boy is through. Good-by, Cosmo de’ Medici.” 
He turned toward the door. 

““Won’t you come back for lunch?” 

“No, I will not come back for lunch.” 

Philip sighed and, replacing the penc il care- 
fully on the desk, overtook Guilian. ‘“ Your 
disposition,” he said, ‘‘has not improved.” 

“It is frequently sorely tried.” 

“Tl go along with you to the entrance. I 
want you to speak to old Mr. Prendegast. 
He’s seldom where he ought to be. I can’t 
quite make out whether he thinks himself a 
janitor or a watchman.” 


EAR the glass-encased, circular enclosure 

of the outer offices, they came across a 
small, gray-bearded man, dusty looking despite 
the neatness of his black morning coat and 
carefully creased striped trousers. In his 
buttonhole, surviving memory of what might 
have been an imaginative thin-boned youth, 
was a white carnation. His eyes were absent- 
minded and hastily cordial. 

“Mr. Prendegast,”’ said Philip, “you re- 
member my brother.”’ 

Mr. Prendegast hesitated, as if the demand 
for recollection was asking a good deal of a 
man born before the age of card indexes. He 
sucked his lower lip and the upper edge of 
his beard in between his teeth and released 


them with a small curious explosive sound, 


“Oh, yes,”’ he said ruminatively. “‘ Yes— 
yes. Umn!” He repeated his hirsute meal. 
“Yes ...Umn. Of course. When 


did you get back from the West Indies, 
William?’ 

“‘Japan.” 

“Oh, yes. . . Umn. Japan. Queer 
country. Good business men. Do you know 
Sydney? He’s about your age. Does he 
know Sy dney? Does William know Sydney?’ 
He shrilled at Philip with startling loudness 
and as if Guilian was deaf and imbecilic. 

Philip’s eyes narrowed as he a them 
for a moment upon his brother. “I don’t 
think you do, do you, Guilian?” he said. 
“But he knows Vida. ... His name is 
Guilian,” he added. 

‘Well, he’s a good boy Sydney,” con- 
tinued Mr. Prendegast. ‘‘No business man. 


No business man. But a good boy.” He 
chuckled. ‘‘ Damn extravagant, though. Well. 
Umn. . . . Good-by ... er... William. 


Glad to have seen you. Come in again. 

He w addled away like a dusty black spider. 

‘A ghost!’ > commented Guilian, “isn’t he? 
Altogether.’ 

‘“Completely. We would have retired him 
long ago if it wouldn't have broken his heart.” 
Philip held out his hand. Call on me for 
anything, Gilly,” he said warmly; “‘and let me 
know when you want some letters. Don’t 
bear me any hard feeling. When you think 
it over you'll know I’m right. You under- 
stand, don’t you?”’ There was something 
about his manner suddenly humble; almost 
nee 

Guilian grinned sardonically and sought the 
street. He didn’t understand in the least. 

Poor old Philip! What a sqlemn thing he 
made out of life! 

But it was discouraging. The eager young 
applicant felt abashed. 

Guilian smiled wryly at this picture of 
himself. After all, one of the main businesses 
of life consisted in the maintaining of an alert 
sense of the mystery that might lie around the 
corner. . . . And then he remembered, with 
a skipped beat of his heart, that he personally 
had other things to look forward to as well 
before the twelve hours were out. He re- 
membered that he had an engagement with 
Vida Prendegast that night to take her to 
the theater. She was to dine with some 
cousins, and afterwards he was to call for her. 
Yes, decidedly that was something to be looked 
forward to. 


VER since the dinner two weeks before 

with Aunt Virginia, and the accidental 
sight a little earlier on the same evening of 
Mrs. Prendegast and Guilian leaving the 
hotel together, Margaret had considered it 
her duty to turn over in her mind—whenever 
she found time for it—this family problem. 
There was no problem too small or too great 
to attract to some extent her attention, 
especially if it contained an opportunity for 
moral rebuke. She came across Vida Prende- 
gast at a woman’s luncheon, and as she 
watched her across the table Margaret felt 
herself morally and physically insulted— 
physically, by a superior Leauty; morally, 
because of a suspected superior freedom; the 
two bases of most virtuous indignation. 

Vida Prendegast! Margaret knew all about 
Vida Prendegast, and what she didn’t know 
she could readily supply. She had watched 
Vida Prendegast grow up. Every one in New 
York knew what Vida Prendegast was—a 
little thief, a thief of a man’s time and money 
and reputation. Perhaps worse . . . there 
were nebulous tales. Every one knew she 
had married her husband for his income and 
had ever since treated him like a dog. It 
was almost as if she were in the family, too— 
that doddering old man at the bank being her 
father-in-law. One felt doubly insulted. 

The two women came out together into 
the warm May afternoon of three o’clock. 
The side street they were on seemed peculiarly 
quiet and spacious and unoccupied after the 
darkness of the house they had just left and 
the confusion of ten feminine voices. Just 
beyond where they were standing, Park 
Avenue swept past, cutting from the sun- 
light of the south to the sunlight of the north, 
like the great alley of a plaisance, bordered 
with ornamental hedges and strange next- 
century places, opening up through the tangle 
of an unkempt forest. 

Margaret hesitated beside her waiting 
motor. 

‘““‘Why don’t you let me drop you some- 
where?”’ she asked. 

“Oh, no, thanks ... I’ve a little shop- 
ping.” 

“Please. I’ve been wanting to see you, 
anyhow.” 

‘See me? 

“Well, we’ve grown up together, haven’t 
we? We never seem to see each other any 
more.” 

“No, not much.” 

“T want to ask you something.” 

(Continued on page 118) 
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“The Sun’s a Thief” 


The Valaze Preparations . \ 


Are Beauty Insurance ( /is 


Through the summer, the complexion requires more diligent care than at 


any other season. 


Because, ‘ 


‘The Sun’s a Thief.” 


He robs your skin of 


sapfulness, dries it up; discolours it and causes sunburn and freckles. His 
allies, the Wind and the Dust roughen the skin, clog the pores and make 


the complexion sallow. 


To prevent and to obviate summer disfigurement of the complexion Madame 
Helena Rubinstein, the internationally famous beauty expert, especially 
recommends the following treatment: 


To cleanse, massage and 
nourish, to soften and 
soothe the skin. Suitable 
to all ages and all skin 
conditions. To dislodge all 
impurities, 


Valaze Pasteurized Cream 
$1.00 


To eliminate black- 
heads, refine enlarged 
pores, remove shininess. 
A substitute for soap, par- 
ticularly adapted to oily 
skins, 


Valaze Beauty Grains 


$1.00 


To prevent freckles, sun- 
burn, sallowness and tan. 
To be used before all out- 
door exposure, as it neu- 
tralizes the sun’s violet 
rays, 


Valaze Sun and Wind Proof 
ee 


To purify, whiten and 
stimulate the skin to 
wholesome activity, re- 
new and replace faded or 
discoloured skin. Abso- 
lutely indispensable to 
perfect skin health, 


Valaze Beautifying Skin 
ee 


To obliterate obstinate 
freckles and to restore 
whiteness to face and 
hands, 


Valaze Freckle Cream $1.00 


To keep the skin fresh, 
firm and free from wrin- 
kles, by its tonic action, 


Valaze Skin Toning Lo- 
tion. $1.25 
(for nermal ¢ or r oily ‘skins) 
Valaze Skin Toning Lotion 
Special. ... .. .$1.25, $2.25 


(for dry and sensitive skin) 


To consolidate relaxed 
muscles, firm the contour 
of face and throat, smooth 
out crows’ feet and other 
facial lines, 


Valaze Roman Jelly = 


Valaze Georgine Lactee 
(for older women) $3.00-$6.00 


To enhance the charm 
of a summer face. 

Valaze Novena Powder 
(for dry skins) $1.00-$5.50 
Valaze Complexion Pow- 
der...........$1.00-$5.50 


(for normal or oily skins) 
These delightful powders come in 
all the desired shad ~ we the new 
mauve for evening u 


For the alluring ‘‘touch 

of colour,” 

Valaze Crushed Rose 

Leaves (Compact rouge) $1.00 

Valaze Rouge en Creme 2.00 

Sete rouge for lips and cheeks) 
th fe me ae f rouge in luscious hues 


Rasp’ y,, Coral, Brunette, 
Geranium ‘and Tangerine. 


Scientific Beauty Treatments are given at the Salons Valaze to develop 


and preserve beauty and to correct any conceivable flaw. 


The remark- 


able Lesson Treatment at $3.50 wiil enable you to carry on the treatment 
scientifically and simply in your own home. 


Helena Rubinstein 
46 W. 57th St., New York City 


126 Rue F’brg, St. Honore, Paris 
30 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 


24 Grafton St., W., Londo 
Washington Arcade Bldg. | Detroit 
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5x Medite 


Similar Cruise, 
Egypt-— Palestine 
Madeira, Spain, 






= Second Annual 


Cruise De Luxe 


y Magnificent New 


Gibraltar, 


Trancan 


(Limited to 450 Guests—About Half Capacity) 


Cunard S. 





Ss. “SCYTHIA” 
Twin-Screw Oil-Burner, 20,000 Tons 
Sailing Jan. 30, 1924, 67 Days 


Repeating the complete success of the 1923 
Same Steamer, 


visiting 


Algiers, Tunis, 


Constantinople, Greece, Italy, Sicily, Riviera, 
Monte Carlo, France, England 


The ‘Scythia is a veritable floating palace, with spacious decks, 
lounges, veranda cafes, 2 elevators, gymnasium, commodious state- 
rooms with running water and large wardrobes; bedrooms and 


suites with private baths. 


(Only one sitting for meals.) 


Stop-over privilege in ~ =e without ome cost, 


“*Aquitania’’, 





The famous Cunard cuisine and service. 


returning via S. S. 
* or any Cunard line steamer 


Rates, . ck plans, itinerary and full information on re uest. 
Early reservation insures choice of location. 





Also De Luxe Tours to Europe 





FRANK TOURIST CO. ; 


(Established 1875) 
542 Fifth Avenue, New York 
219 So. 15th St., Philadelphia 


London 
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Slenderizing 
Fashions for 
Stout Women 


ANE BRYANT Stoutwear 
is slenderized with the 
finesse which invests the extra- 


size model with true fashion 

distinction. 

Seasonable Apparel of the high- 

est character is always avail- 

able in Sizes 39 to 56 Bust. 

Outerwear and Underwear 
Shoes and Millinery 


If unable to visit any of our stores 
write to Dept. K2 for new Style Book 


fane Bryant 


26 W. 39th St., 21 W. 38th St., New York 
Hanover Place, nr. Fulton St., B’klyn. 


CHICAGO DETROIT 
Washingtoncor. Wabash 1537 Woodward Ave 

















GRAY HAIR 
BANISHED IN 
15) MINUTES 





NLY three 

years ago, 
this statement 
was often ques- 
tioned. Today it 
is accepted by count- 
less thousands of wom- 
en who have changed 
their appearance and 
brought back their youthful looks 
through Inecto Rapid. 


| 
| 
| 
| This preparation, the result of many 








years of research, actually banishes 
naturally gray, streaked or faded 
hair and gives to it the original color 
in 15 minutes. Not alone this—it 
also brings back all the natural 
brilliancy and texture. 


Inecto Rapid has created a new art 
in hairdressing—the Art of Hair 

| Tinting—and women of refinement 

and discrimination everywhere in- 
sist upon Inecto Rapid as against 
other hair colorings. Thousands 
of the highest class hairdressers 
throughout the country—the real 
authorities on hair treatment and 
hair coloring— use and indorse 
Inecto Rapid. 


Inecto Rapid comes in 18 distinct 
shades and you can try it under our 
10 specific, binding guarantees. If it 
is not all that we claim, your money 
will be returned without question. 


SEND NO MONEY 


Write for full particulars of Inecto 
Rapid, together with our Beauty 
Analysis Chart, and we will gladly 
demonstrate how you may convince 
yourself of its merit at our risk. 


INECTO, INc. 
Laboratories and Salon 
33 35 West 46th Street, New York 





INECTO, Inc. 
33-35 W. 46th St., New York. 
Gentlemen: 
Please send me, gratis, full details 
of INECTORAPIDandthe‘ 
Analysis Chart” 


‘Beauty 
Form J-15. 
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Vida Prendegast’s level eyes, surveying the 
other woman, were stirred for a moment by 
amusement, curiosity and doubt. Then her 
wide, rather pathetic mouth parted in a smile. 

“All right,” she agreed. ‘“‘Take me to 
Tyson’s and wait for a second while I look at 
something, and then I’ll go back with you.” 

She stepped into the car and sank back 
against the cushions with the quiescent 
languor that was characteristic of her when 
there was no occasion for effort 

She hadn’t the vaguest idea of what Mar- 
garet Eyre wanted to see her about; to her 
own reserved, sinuous mind the real ex- 
planation would have seemed preposterous— 
it was not the sort of thing that people did; 
especially not the sort of thing women did 

Neither woman spoke very much on the 
way down-town and little more when, Vida 
having completed her shopping, the car 
was headed back towards the Eyre house in 
Sixtieth Street. 

““Somehow I feel,” began Margaret, when 
they were seated in the library, ‘‘as if I could 
talk with the utmost frankness to you. I’ve 
known you ever since you were a child, and 
then . . , well, you’re really almost a member 
of the family.” She smiled graciously. “I’m 
so much older than you, Vida. So very much 
older. I have a child. I have been forced, 
my dear, to think problems out. 

‘Just what do you want to say to me?”’ the 
wide mouth asked softly. 

Margaret attacked the question boldly. 

“It’s about Guilian,” she said _ briskly. 

‘About you and Guilian. Need I say any 
Ba I don’t want to. If you tell me to, 
Pil drop the subject and talk about pleasanter 
things. ‘ 

‘About me 
law?’ 

Margaret nodded 

“What are they saying?” 

“T see you are forcing me to goon Very 
well, then; but you must listen and you 
mustn't be angry.”’ Margaret leaned for- 
ward, hovering over the other woman, who 


and your... brother-in- 


| had sunk back against the cushions of the 
| sofa and was watching her adviser with un- 


wav ering but darkening eyes 
“You don’t realize,” she proceeded, * 
people never do. But it is time you EEF, 
Vida—there is dreadful talk about you and 
Guilian.” 

“Dreadful talk?” 

“ Dreadful.” 

There was no response. 

“T—” Margaret’s concentration wandered 
a trifle because of the lack of reciprocity. 

“*I—” she began again, and then, taking hold 
of herself, caught up breathlessly with her 
subject. “I can’t,” she said, “and won’t 
tell you all that people are saying, and re- 
member, my dear, I haven’t said that I be- 
lieve it, but naturally when two people are 
in the position of you and Guilian, there is 
bound to be gossip, isn’t there?” 

‘What position?” 

Margaret found herself becoming a trifle 
irritated with this repeated, senseless ques- 
tioning. She wished Vida had not turned 
away her eyes; was not quite so apathetic. 


IDA was staring up at the portrait of 

a Spanish dancer which hung above the 
library fireplace. The dancer held a red rose 
between her lips, and her red shawl was 
wrapped around her challenging breasts and 
coaxing hips. Margaret had never liked this 
painting; Philip had bought it against her 
protest. The artist had caught and put on his 
canvas the ephemeral gorgeousness and 
temporary power of unthinking, unmoral 
womanhood; the uncanny fascination of the 
great white moths that live only for a night, 
but a night of warmth and efflorescence. 

“What position?” Margaret repeated. 
The convinced arid tones that Guilian so dis- 
liked were beginning to creep into her voice. 
“Why, the position of you as a married woman 
and the position of Guilian as a man just re- 
turned home. Can’t you see what marked 
people you are, especially Guilian? It is 
necessary for him to make a good impression. 
He may be thirty-five actually, but to all 
intents and purposes he is merely a boy enter- 
ing business for the first time. You wouldn’t 
want to ruin his career, Vida, would you? 
Philip,” she invented this hastily, “is think- 
ing of taking him into the bank. You see,” 
she added, “people know nothing of Guilian 
except the tales of his foolish youth. And 
Heaven knows they were wild enough. He 
has always been uncertain; always been wild.” 
She thought this was rather clever. 

Vida’s lips curled. “And Philip objects to 
Guilian . . . to your brother-in-law having 
women friends?” 

Margaret perceived that kindliness and 
diplomacy were getting her nowhere. ‘Surely 
you are old enough,” she said acridly, ‘for 
me not to have to explain such things? Much 
as it has grown, New York is not yet Paris, nor 
ever will be—at least, among the people 
I know.” 


“No,” agreed Vida reflectively, ‘not yet 


Paris. 
know.” 

The quiet, absent-minded tones alleviated 
somewhat Margaret's growing annoyance and 
encouraged her to further demonstration. 
She patted the small unresisting hand again. 

“It’s a disagreeable subject at best, my 
dear,” she said consolingly, “and the less we 
go into it the better. I merely thought, in 
the words of the old saying, that a word to 
the wise would be sufficient, and that prob- 
ably, when you came to think it over, you 
would be grateful to me.’ 

Vida looked down at her hand as if it were 
no part of her and withdrew it from the strok- 
ing fingers. For a moment she studied the 
shell-like pink nails, and then languidly got 
to her feet. 

“Is that all?” she asked. 

Margaret made a gesture of assent. 

“Well, then, I do thank you; I thank you 
immensely. You prove to me again that all 
vulgar people hate beauty and happiness— 
and a knowledge of that, I suppose, is a part 
of the process of growing up. You make me 
grow up. Good- by. I shall not hurt your 
Guilian. It wasn’t very nice to bring me to 
your house to tell me this. Ic is all a lie.” 

Her voice was slow and bitter. She started 
towards the door. 

“Wait a moment!” 

Vida turned about, 

Margaret drew closer to her. ‘You have 
called me vulgar,” she said quietly, “and you 
had no right to call me vulgar.”’ Her voice 
vibrated slightly. “But I shall not waste 
words with you—especially since you are in 
my house. I was foolish to do so in the first 
place. I might have known that with a 
woman like you even the dictates of common 
intelligence would have no weight. Now I 
shall tell you what I should have told you to 
begin with. You shall leave my family alone 
utterly, completely—forever; for if you don’t, 
I shall take the matter to your father-in-law 
and he will apply the only pressure you recog- 
nize, and that is the one of money. Do you 
hear me? I want you to hear me very dis- 
tinctly ”’ 

Vida shook her head without speaking. 
She continued to shake it with a curious auto- 
matic, absent-minded persistence, staring 
with wide eyes into the hard eyes surveying 
her; then she abruptly drew herself together 
and walked from the room. She found her 
way down through the interminable halls and 
stairs and vestibules and out through the 
iron-grilled door to the street. She wished 
that she had on a veil. She wanted to cry. 
She hardly ever wanted to cry, but when she 
did, the effort to suppress her tears was an 
agony. She was sure people would notice her. 

She bit her lips and pressed her hand 
against the knob of the closed door until the 
metal hurt her. Afterwards, the slight be- 
wildered pause over, she relinquished her 
grip and, pausing in the shadow of the thresh- 
old, drew from a mesh bag a little powder 
puff and mirror. Her hand shook so she was 
hardly able to manipulate these quaint in- 
struments of deception 

She felt as if her delicate soft body and fas- 
tidious brain had been actually bruised by 
outraging hands; as if the veils, actual and 
mental, she kept about herself had been torn 
away. And her humiliation was unfair; 
utterly and completely unfair. Her friend- 
ship with Guilian had been the most lucid, 
the dearest thing that had come into her life 
for a long time; a reincarnation of something 
young and springlike. And she had con- 
sciously kept it so. She was no fool; she 
knew the dangers of such a friendship better 
than most. What was the use, though—what 
was the use of all her self-denials and ret- 
icences if this was what people thought of her? 
What was the use of trying to be decent if 
you got no credit for it? God knows she 
had plenty of opportunity not to be. Life 
would be infinitely simpler if she wasn’t. 
What was the use of any effort_ whatsoever? 
Where did being good “get you’’? 


SHADOW mace her start back. Guilian, 
cool, sunburned, preoccupied, strolling, 
turned in from the street. 

He, too, must have been deeply involved in 
his own affairs, for he was almost beside her 
before he realized her presence. When he 
took off his hat, it was with a flourish that 
expressed delight. 

“‘Oh, hallo!” he smiled. ‘What very good 
luck! What are you doing—coming or go- 
ing?”” His shrewd eyes studied her face. 

She made a desperate effort to regain con- 
trol of herself, and smiled back at him, but 
her smile was wan. 

The question in his eyes deepened. 

“Now what,” he asked soberly, “in the 
name of the devil i is the matter with you?” 


Especially among the people you 


commanded Margaret. 


Nothing? That’s strange. . . 
Well, T'll ask you another time. Meanwhile, 
what are you doing with yourself? I’m pay- 
ing a call on Margaret. It is three weeks 
(Continued on page 119) 


One’s Eyes Never 
Have a Vacation 


Vacation-time brings needed 
rest and relaxation—except to 
your EYES. Not only does 
travel expose them to cinders, 
smoke and coal gas, but days 
spent in the open result in ir- 
ritation by sun, wind and dust. 


Protect and rest your EYES 
thissummer with Murine. This 
time-tested lotion instantly 
soothes and refreshes irritated 
EY 


EYES cleansed daily with 
Murine arealwaysclear, bright 
and beautiful. It’s perfectly 
harmless—contains no bella- 
donna or other harmful in- 
gredients. 





Our attractively illustrated book, 

“Beauty Lies Within the Eyes,” tells 
how to properly care for your Eyes, 
Brows and —— and thus enhance 
their beauty. Send for a copy of 
this helpful? a, It’s FREE. 


Murine Eye Remedy Co. 
Dept. 24, Chicago 


URINE 


For Your EYES 




















Immac 


BANISHES BODY ODORS 


At least half the men and women in 
every walk of life unknowingly offend 
others with disagreeable body 
odors. It is now definitely 
known that one disagreeable odor 


is due to armpit secretions—not 
always perspiration. 


People who perspire little or none 
are just as likely to be troubled, 
and the unfortunate fact about 
this offense is, that those who of- 
fend are rarely conscious of the 
odor themselves. This and all 
other body odors can be correct- 
ed by the regular use of Immac, 
the wonderful new deodorant. 


This fragrant snow white cream 
completely neutralizes odor, with- 
out stopping or interfering in the 
least with healthful perspiration. 

en and women both, need it to 
keep their person immaculately 
j clean and fresh. 


It takes but a minute to apply to 
the armpits, feet or elsewhere, it is 
not sticky or greasy, and dries 
almostinstantly. Perfectly harm- 
less, and cannot injure or stain 
clothing. Use freely any time. 


At drug and Dept. stores or 
by mail. Money back if it fails to please you. 


Hannibal Pharmacal Co.,683 Olive St., St. Louis 
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Try a 25c tube 
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The Crystal Pon octane 


Surely you will like this crystal 
pure deodorant. Colorless and 
sparkling, and odorless itself, it 
possesses the power to destroy all 
odors. 


It comes in a dainty bottle. We call it 


eu” 


—and, just as the early morning dew imparts 
. delicate purity and freshness to the flowers 
in your garden, so this DEW will give to you 
the charm of daintiness, the charm of freedom 
from even the faintest trace of an undesirable 


odor. 
You can use DEW at any time, for it dries 
very quickly — almost immediately — and 


leaves the skin cool and refreshed. DEW 
will not stain or injure the most delicate 
fabrics and it cannot harm the most sensitive 
skin. 

The best druggists and shops have a supply 
of DEW. Ask for it by name. If you have 
any difficulty in getting it, you may purchase 
it direct, in soc. or $1.00 bottles. 


GEO. C. V. FESLER COMPANY 
Chemists and Perfumers 


301 TOWER BUILDING, ST. LOUIS, U. S. A. 
Rue de la Paix, Paris. 











Film Star 
Reveals Secret 
of Alluring Eyes 


Tells of Amazing Liquid That 
Transforms Brows and Lashes 


GNES AYRES is enthusiastic about 
the new discovery that makes lashes 
instantly appear long and sweeping. She 
says, “I use it and recommend it to others. 
It makes the eyes seem larger and more 
fascinating.” 

Other famous stars use Lashbrow Liquid, 
the new discovery, to make their eyes alluring. 
Betty Blythe, Ruth Roland, Alma Rubens and 
others recommend it. It is a fragrant liquid, 
easily applied with a brush. It dries in- 
stantly, remains all day, and does not run, rub 
off or smear. It is not an ordinary cosmetic. 
It is absolutely harmless and does not give a 
“made-up” or beaded effect. 

The formula from which Lashbrow Liquid 
is prepared was brought from France recently 
by a beauty expert. There is nothing else 
just like it. Always be sure you are using the 
original, genuine Lashbrow Liquid. It gives 
the eyes instant enchantment. 


FREE TRIAL 


For Introductory purposes, we will send you 
free a generous supply of Lashbrow Liquid. 
And we will include a trial size of another 
Lashbrow product. Lashbrow Pomade, which 
quickly stimulates the growth of the brows and 
lashes. Clip this announcement and send it 
at once to Lashbrow Laboratories, Dept. 

288, 37 West 20th Street, New York City. 
Enclose 10c to cover cost of packingand shipping. 


IASHBROW 
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PARIS IN MIDSUMMER 


(Concluded from page 47) 


occasion of the first night of d’Annunzio’s 
“Phédre,” which proved a very different 
rendering of the classic legend from that of 
Racine, and somewhat less pleasing, although 
it afforded Rubenstein a wonderful oppor- 
tunity to display her classic beauty. 

Divinely tall and most extremely thin is 
Madame Rubenstein, whose every movement 
suggests old Greek art. Superbly costumed 
in metal stuffs—the costumes made by the 
maison Paquin after designs by Bakst— 
she glowed like an antique jewel against 
Bakst’s somewhat violent décor on the vast 
stage of the Opéra. 

Nor was beauty altogether confined to the 
stage that night. The great audience was 
a perfect garden of color sprinkled liberally 
with jewels and gleaming with metal stuffs— 
mostly silver. A casual glance at the as- 
sembled company revealed much white, 
much rose in varying shades, some black, 
mauve, and yellow, and much vivid green. 
Wuat SMART WOMEN WORE 
ne. JAMES HAZEN HYDE wore a 

mauve velvet cloak collared with silver. 
Mademoiselle Cécile Sorel was cloaked in 
heavenly blue trimmed with chinchilla. Mrs. 
Frederic Havemeyer wore a dark fur cloak 
over a light frock, and I noticed everywhere 
a number of red velvet cloaks trimmed with 
gray or dark fur or chinchilla, with many 
white cloaks of velvet or metal-shot moire 
trimmed with ermine, silver lace, or white 
fox, and many cloaks of gold- or silver-cloth 
trimmed with metal lace and lined with velvet. 

Very many of the frocks worn under these 
cloaks were of crépe de Chine in white or 
some pale color, simple and slender and draped 
slightly at the hips. Often they were studded 
with rhinestones or with brilliants combined 
with colored stones or beads. There were 
a few frocks of metal brocade and some period 
frocks of silver-cloth and lace or taffeta and ruf- 
fles, but the simple slender frock predominated. 

The weather has gone from bad to worse. 
Instead of gay summer frocks at the races, 
women have gone wrapped in furs or thick 
wintry-looking clothes, and those who wore 
summery frocks were obviously chilly. 

But, rain or shine, I must write of fashions. 
The Marquise de Polignac wore one day at the 
races a long straight cloak of black cloth 
collared with Russian sable, and a small black 
felt cloche. The Comtesse de Salverte’s 
rather similar cloak was collared with ermine, 
and the Duchesse Decazes, who lately has 
been frocked in brown, wore black, also. 

Women are returning to black just now, 
having apparently tried colors and found 
them wanting in a certain chic. Black cloaks, 
black felt or suéde hats, black with just the 
merest touch of white or color is very smart. 
Black combined in some way with yellow is 
new—a black cloak embroidered with yellow, 
a black frock with a yellow gilet or a yellow 
hat, or black crépe bound with yellow galon 
or girdled partially with yellow. 

Just recently a number ofstriking black-and- 
white frocks have appeared at the races— 
white cloth with circular flounces of black 
moire, white rep embroidered elaborately 
with black and white, cloth coats trimmed 
with white fox over frocks of black satin or 
white Georgette. 

At Chantilly, where of old an exceedingly 
smart crowd watched the winning of the Prix 
de Diane, it was this season most disappoint- 
ing. Lowering skies cleared only at the last 
minute, and as a result smart new frocks were 
few and rather far between. 

Mrs. Cornelius Vanderbilt Whitney wore an 
odd frock, sketched on page eighty-three, of 
vivid blue wool fabric, the jacket partly 
formed of écru linen embroidered with colors. 

Lunching one day at the Ritz, Miss 
Elsie de Wolfe wore a jacket of black 
caracal with a small hat of brown silk mate- 
lassé. With her was the Marquise de Polignac 


in a frock of mastic rep, with a short little 
jacket of gazelle and a small brown cloche 
trimmed with short uncurled ostrich tips in 
different shades of brown. 

One night at dinner, the Marquise de 
Polignac appeared in a frock of black Geor- 
gette crépe—the corsage forming a a “V” in 
the back and rounded low in ieaah—~entitied 
with brilliants and trimmed with black-and- 
gold tassels. 

Mr. and Mrs. Reginald Vanderbilt were 
dining with Madame Jacques Balsan (née 
Vanderbilt). Mrs. Vanderbilt wore a gown 
of silver-cloth with the odd head-dress of 
white tulle. The Duchesse de Torlonia wore 
a dark, clinging gown, very becoming to her 
statuesque beauty. The Marquise de Cha- 
bannes’s jade earrings matched her green 
frock. The Comtesse de St. Croix wore 
a delicate black lace shawl over a white frock, 
a broad jeweled comb in her hair—and the 
Duchesse Sforza wore a Callot frock of pale 
rose chiffon embroidered with white, ruby, 
and green paillettes, the paneled skirt slit 
over a silver under-slip. The heels of her 
small silver shoes were studded with emeralds, 
and great emerald cabochons studded the 
slender chain about her neck 

The Comtesse de Montcabrier, with her 
gray velvet gown, wore a wreath of golden 
ivy leaves in her fluffy gold-blonde hair. 
Madame Letellier was gorgeous in a cloak of 
silver and pervenche blue fabric bearing a great 
design of brilliant flowers—a sort of brocade— 
with a collar of brownish gray fur. This 
cloak was, in form, the famous model with 
the metal galon collar and the flat puffs on 
the sleeves which has had such great success 
in Paris this season; but this version, in this 
wonderfully rich, colorful brocade, was espe- 
cially lovely. 

There is much that is Chinese about just 
now in the salons de couture, in color, embroi- 
deries and details generally. Just how much 
effect the Eastern pageant of the Bal du Grand 
Prix will have on the coming fashions it is 
as yet impossible to say, but undoubtedly 
there will be many an echo still resounding 
in the grandes maisons in August, at the 
moment of the collections. We shall see 


eastern colors, particularly the bright clear | 


shades known as Chinese, and all the so- 
called porcelain tints, which have actually 
been copied from old examples of the ceramic 
art. These colors are being shown by fabric 
houses in odd plaids, very striking and un- 
usually brilliant. 


METAL FABRICS ARE GooD 


HERE will be much gold and silver in 

brocades, in plain and_brocaded metal-shot 
moire, in velvet and metal brocades, the 
design in velvet on a metal and silk ground— 
and other metal-touched stuffs, all extremely 
rich and beautiful. 

Everywhere in Paris we see a hint of the 
circular, in flounces, skirt panels, and little 
touches here and there. But whether we 
shall see more of this line later is still in doubt. 
Pronounced circular effects are rarely becom- 
ing, and women in general do not especially 
like them, while they are devoted to the 
straight frock. 

Very much velvet will be worn the coming 
season, and the frotks made of it will be soft 
and graceful and, whether circular or not, 
will fall in straight limp folds. All the shades 
of brown and beige will be worn for the street. 
Cloaks of black velvet for the street will be 
smart and expensive, trimmed with sable, 
chinchilla or vison. 

Skirts for evening will touch the heels in 
the back—many of them—some will be quite 
long and others merely ankle-length. 

With all the models showing the higher 
waist-line which were seen in the February 
collections, very few have ever been worn in 
Paris, so that all the rumors of a high waist- 
line to come fail to render us apprehensive. 

van Campen Stewart. 
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overdue. I hope she isn’t in. Have you rung?” 

A little chuckle, by no means humorous, 
stirred the surface of Vida’s tragedy. ‘‘She 
is in,” she said; “I’ve just left her. And I 
wouldn’t go to see her, if I were you; she’s 
angry.” 

Guilian laughed. ‘Margaret angry? At 
you? Good! Did you make her angry? 
That’s an accomplishment. She’s never 
taken the trouble to be angry with me— 
merely impatient. Well, I won’t call on 
Margaret, then; I'll * walk with you instead, 
wherever you’re going. . . . If you'll let me? 
There’s the sweetest smell of fust and new 
grass out here by the park you’ve ever 
smelled. Want to smell it?” 

Vida put out her hand blindly. She had 


She couldn’t stand kindliness 


“No! I never want 
I mustn’t. Go 


been mistaken. 
just yet. 

“Oh, no,” 
to see you again. 
away. Please!” 

“Don’t talk nonsense,” Guilian objected 
coolly. ‘‘Come along. I'll take you wher- 
ever you want me to and leave you there. 
Meanwhile, I'll tell you, you are a very lovely 
woman, but an absurd one. What’s all this 
talk about my never seeing you again?” 

Suddenly his lips tightened and his eyes 
became narrow. 

““You’re crying!” he said 
“Damn Margaret! Damn her! 
been doing to you?” 

(To be continued in the September issue.) 


she said. 
Never. 


accusingly. 
What’s she 
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FromWomen Whose 
Sole Aim is Beauty— 


—a box of Beauty Aids for YOU! 


N ALL the World, the arts of en- 

hancing and preserving beauty 
are best understood in the Vale of 
Cashmere. Here, for centuries, wo- 
men noted for beauty have developed 
the art of being beautiful. Through 
an accident, Mme. Adair secured the 
finest of these beauty secrets, and uses 
them in her famous ‘‘ Ganesh” Beauty 
Preparations. ; 

Read the interesting story of the 
origin of “Ganesh” Beauty ‘Prepara- 
tions in the little booklet, ‘Beauty 
Lore of East and West,” enclosed 
with each 


Special Trial Combination Box 


of ‘“‘Ganesh"’ Beauty Preparations. This 
Beautiful Combination Box, containing 
sufficient quantities of five Aids to demon 
strate their merit, with full directions for 
use and advice for correcting beauty blem- 
ishes by home treatment, will be sent you 
postpaid for $1.50. Profit by this intro- 
ductory offer. 

“Ganesh” Fore- 
head Strap reduces 
bulging foreheads 
and smooths out 
wrinkles. 


$4.00 and $5.00 


“Ganesh” Chin 
Strap removes dou- 
ble chin, restores 
lost contours, pre- 
vents snoring. 


$5.00 and $6.50 


“GANESH" Preparations are on sale at Alt- 
man's, New York, and Stores of High Class 


Write for Brochure ‘H"’ of Beauty Advice. 


Call today at the Salon for treatment or 
‘phone for an appointment. 


Leeanse Main 


23 East 56th Street, New York 























LONDON PARIS BRUSSELS 
D ll H i 
Noted actresses all abhor 


dull hair—they can’t afford to 
have it. They have no more 
choice in the color of their hair 
than you have. Their hair is 
more beautiful, because their 
profession—their very envi- 
ronment—soon teaches them 
how to make the best of what 
nature has given them. 

Practically every woman has 
reasonably good hair—satis- 
factory in quantity, texture 
and color. So-called dull hair 
is the result of improper care. 
Ordinary shampooing is not 
enough; just washing cannot 
sufficiently improve dull, drab 
hair. Only a shampoo that 
adds “‘that little something” dull hair 
lacks can really improve it. 

Whether your hair is light, medium 
or dark, it is only necessary to supply 
this elusive little something to make it 
beautiful. This can be done. If your 
hair lacks lustre—if it is not quite as 
rich in tone as you would like to have 
it—you can easily give it that little 
something it lacks. No ordinary 
shampoo will do this, for ordinary 
shampoos do nothing but clean the 
hair. Golden Glint Shampoo is NOT 
an ordinary shampoo. It does more 
than merely clean. It adds that little 
something which distinguishes really 
pretty hair from that which is dull and 
ordinary. 

Have a Golden Glint Shampoo to- 
day and give your hair this special 
treatment which is all it needs to 
make it as beautiful as you desire it. 
25c a package at toilet counters or 
postpaid direct. J. W. Kobi Co., 123 
Spring St., Seattle, Wash. 
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HARPER'S BAZAR 





Mx men gain from their 
motoring experience a 
very definite idea of the car they 
some day hope to own. 

It is a car that has the virtues of 
the many and the flaws of none, 
a car that is built to last and 
serve economically far beyond 
the accepted span. 

In design, it is established and 
perfected; in beauty, staunch 





and perennially good; in power, 
supple, quiet and supreme. 


Its comfort transcends other fine 
cars they have owned; its main- 
tenance cost is pleasurably low. 


* * 


To LaFayette owners, this car 
is no longer an imaginary thing. 
It is a reality that is theirs to 
enjoy today and every day for 


many years to come. 


Steadily the conviction that the LaFayette is one of the 
world’s finest motor cars is finding wider and wider accept- 
ance as the experience of LaFayette owners becomes known 


LaFayetTre Morors CorPorATIon, Milwaukee, Wisconsin 
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A few of the more 
prominent hospitals 
warmed by 
American Radiators 


Peter Brent Brigham Hospital 
Boston, Mass. 

Trudeau Hospital 
Saranac Lake, N.Y. 

Fifth Avenue Hospital 
New York City 

Mt. Sinai Hospital 
New York City 

Buffalo City Hospital 
Buffalo, N.Y. 

Pennsylvania Hospital 
Philadelphia, Pa. 

Jefferson Hospital 
Philadelphia, Pa. 

Johns Hopkins Hospital 
Baltimore, Md. 

Allegheny General Hospital 
Baltimore, Md. 

Columbia Hospital 
Washington, D.C, 

Cincinnati General Hospital 
Cincinnati, Ohio 

Cook County Hospital 
Chicago, IIl. 

Ford Hospital 
Detroit, Mich. 

Indianapolis City Hospital 
Indianapolis, Ind. 

St. Joseph’s Hospital 
Kansas City, Mo. 

Barnes Hospital 
St. Louis, Mo. 

Columbia Hospital 
Milwaukee, Wis. 

St. Mary’s Hospital 
(Mayo Clinic) 
Rochester, Minn. 

Virginia Mason Hospital 
Seattle, Wash. 

St. Luke’s Hospital 
Denver, Colo. 

County Hospital of San 
Francisco 
San Francisco, Cal. 

















From a painting by 
A. L. BAIRNSFATHER 
@ ARCO 1923 


Into a warm friendly world 


8 rem may be some hard knocks 


before you are through, little fel- 
low. But for these first few days of 
your long trip, at least, you will find 
the world wonderfully friendly, 


comfortable and warm. 


And we are very proud in having a 
part in giving you such a welcome— 
proud that, in so many hospitals, 
architects and trustees have specified 
that the warmth shall come from 
IDEAL Boilers and AMERICAN Rad- 
iatorts. 


When you grow up you will make 
a curious discovery. You will find 
that many people who begin their 
lives in scientifically warmed hospitals 
spend their lives in abominably heat- 
ed homes. 


But you, we believe, will be wiser. 
You will have an ARCOLA and 
AMERICAN Radiators in your little 
home, when you marry; and an 
IpgeAL TYPE A Heat MaAcuiNne 
in your larger home, when you pros- 
per, later on. 


This, at least, is our wish for you: 
that your home may always be’as 
warm and friendly as your whole 
little world is now. 


SPECIAL NOTE 
(to your father and all fathers) 


The little book we publish, entitled “Better 
Warmth and Better Health,” tells some very 
valuable things about the relation of your 
heating plant to your family’s happiness. 
Incidentally, it gives ten definite suggestions 
for saving coal. It will be sent to you on 
request, from either address below. 























AMERICAN RADIATOR COMPANY 


Ipeat Boilers and AMERICAN Radiators for every heating need 
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hee is suggested instantly 
in the new Simmons beds 
by a quiet harmony of line, pro- 
portion and color. This unob- 


trusive unity, however, is never 
lacking in distinction. 


The fine modern feeling for 
simplicity and spaciousness is 
realized in chambers equipped 
with Simmons beds. All the 
beauty bequeathed by the crafts- 
men of other periods has influ- 
enced the design ofa wide range 


of units adapted to almost any 
scheme of furnishing and dec- 
oration which your space may 
require or your taste may favor. 


Sleep and rest are doubly cer- 
tain when Simmons springs and 
mattresses are used. See them 
at your dealer’s or write for 
“Restful Bedrooms” to The 
Simmons Company, 1347 South 
Michigan Ave., Chicago, or to 
Simmons, Limited, 400 St. Am- 
broise Street, Montreal,Quebec. 


Pale gold, dull ebony and opal blue 
are the dominant colors in this simple, 
vet impressive chamber. Draperies 
and bed covers are in silk taffeta, or 
in poplin of silk or mercerized cotton. 
The slipper benches and seat at dress- 
ing table may be in heavy taffeta, 
repp or silk velvet. Opalblue wilton 
carpet, Italian pottery lamps, em- 
broidered bell pull. The wall is tinted 
cafe au lait. The beds are by Sim- 
mons, Directoire in spirit, with re- 
cessed side panels in dull ebony with 
central panelin Simmons cane. They 
may be had also in soft jade green, 
old blue, ivory and fine wood finishes. 


SIMMONS 


“Beds -eMattresses - Springs 


BUILT FOR SLEEP 
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